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ENT 
B EGG AR, PLAYER. 
UX. 


F Poverty be à Title to Poetry, I am ſure no body 

can eiſpute mine. Ion myſelf of the Company of 

Beggars 3 ; and I make one at their Weekly Feſtivals 

at St. Giles's. 1 have a ſmall yearly Salary for my Catches, 

and am welcome to a Dinner there whenever J pleaſe, 
which is more than moſt Poets can ſay. 

Player. As we live by the Muſes, tis but Gratitude in 
us to encourage Poetical Merit wherever we fnd ic. The 
M ufes contrary to all other Ladies, pay nc Diſtindion to 
Dreſs, and never partially miſtake the Pertneſs of Em- 
broidery for Wit, ner the Modelty of Want for Dulneſs. 
Be the Author who he will, we puſh his Play as far as it 


will go. So (chough you are in Want} I with you Succeis. 


heartily , 

Beggęar. This Piece I own was originally writ for the 
celebrating —5 Marriage of James Claante and 3/1 . 
wo molt exceliont Ballad. Singers. 1 have \Mtroduc's C the 
Similes that are in your celebrated Oppera: ; The Swale, 
the Meth, the Bee, the oy >, the Fleaver, &c. Bekides, I 
have a Frilen- Scene, which the Ladies always reckon 


charmingly pathetick. 45 co che Parts, I have obferv'd. 


ſuch 2 nice Impartialicy to © our-two Ladies, that it is im- 
poſſidle for either of them to take Offence. 1 hope I may 
os n that 1 have not made my Opera throughout 

anatural, like thoſe in vogue; for I have no Recitative. 
P. Kceypting this, as Jhave conſented to have neither Pro- 
logue nor E pitog: ie, it mult be allow'd an Opera in all its 
Forms. The Piece indeed hath been herctofore frequent - 
ly repreſented by ourſelves in cur Gieat Room at St. 
(Jes, ſo that | cannot too often acknowledge your Cha- 
Fity 'n Drin, Zing it now on the Stage 

Player. Bat I fee tis time for us to withdraw the Acors 
are propanng to begin. Play Way tg Cverteste 
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The BEGGAR's OPERA. 


ACT SCENE T 


SCENE, Peachum's Hue, 


Peuchum ferting at a Table, with a large Book 4 Accawit: 
before him, 


ATR I, An old Woman clothed in Gray, &c. 
HROUGH all the Empl rents of Life 


Each N eighbour abuſes bis Brother; 
4 D970 and Rogue they call Huſt Ld and Wi ift © 
A Profeſſions he. reguè one anolber : 
7 he Prieft cails the Lawyer a eat, 
935 Lair yer be- Kade the Divine ; 
Had the &tateſin 2, becaule he's Jo great, 
Thinks bi; Trade a; boreft as mine, 


A Lawyer is an hone# oo. nmr 6 ſo is mine. Like me 
too he aclis in bo double Capacity, both againit Rogues and 
ior em; for 'tis ba: fitting 4 e n protte * and en- 
courage Cheats ince we liv: by them. 


— — — 2 T2 


V 
Peachum, Filch. 
Filch, Sir, Black Beit bath ferit Werd her Trial comes 


on in the Aﬀernoon, and ſhe hopes you will order Matters 
fo a a3 — Dong her Off. 
ach, W. Fd ſhe may plead her Belly at wor!t; to my 
Knowledge ſhe hath taken care © Ef that Security. But as 
the Wench is very aftive and indaſtrious, you may ſatisfy 
zer I foften the Evidence. | : 
3 3 ＋ 4 ll 5. 
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Filch. Tom Gapg, Sir, is Found guilty. | 

Peach. A Lazy Dog ! Whenl took him the Time before, 
I told him what he would- come to if he did not mend his 
Hand. This is Death without Reprieve. I may venture 
to Book him. ſwrites] For Tom Gagg, forty Pounds. Let 
Retry Sly know that I'll fave her from Tranſportation, for 
J can get more by her ſtaying in England. 

Filch, Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock 
to-year than any five of the Gang; and in Truth 'tis Pity 
to loſe io gocd a Cuſtomer. 

Peach, If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe may in the 
common Covrſe of Buſineſs live a Twelve-month longer, 


I love to lett Women ſcape. A good Sportſman always lets 


the Hen-Partridges fy, becauſe the Breed of the Game 


depends upon them. Belides here the Law allows us no 


Reward ; there is nothing to be got by the Death of Women 
— except our Wives. 

F;iich, Without Diſpute, ſhe is a fine Woman ! "Twas to 
her 1 was oblig'd for my Education, and (to ſay a bold 
Word.) ſhe has train'd up more young Fellows to the Buſi- 
neſs than the Gaming Table. 

Peach, Truly, Filch, thy Obſervation is right. We 
and the ſurgeons are more beholden ts Women than all 
the Profeſſions beiides. 


AIR I. The bonny grey-ey'd Morn, Sc. 


Filch, Tis Woman that. ſeuces all Mankind, 


By ber ave firſt were taug bt the evheedling Arts : 
Her wery Eyes can theat when moſt jhe's find, 
She tricks us of our Money c,, car Hearts, 
Far ber, lite Welves by Night «ve room for Prey, 
Aud praditje ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms ;. 
For Suits of Lowe, like Lazy, are an by Pay, 
And Beauty muſt be fte'd inte our Arms, 


Peach. But make hafle to Newpate, Boy, and let my 
Friends know what I entend; for | love to make them caſy 
one way Or other. | 

Filch, When a Gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, Pen: - 
tence may break his Spirit ever after, Beſides, Certainty gives 
a Man a good Air upon his Urial, and makes him riſque ano- 
ther without Fear or Scruple. But II away, fer 'tis a Fleafure 
to be the Meſſenger of Cointort to Friends in Affliction [| x, 


” — — 4.4 


— * 


| 2 — 3 
S C EN E III. 


Peach. But tis now high time to look about me for a 
decent Execution againſt next Seſſions. I hate a lazy 
Rogue, by whom one can get nothing till he is kang'd 
A Regiſter of the Gang. Lrrading] Crook-finger'd Fack 
A Vear and half in the Service; let me ſec how much the 
Stock owes to his Induſtry; one, two, three, four, five 
Gold Watches, and ſeven Silver ones. A mighty clean- 
handed Fellow ! Sixteen Snuff-boxes, five of them of true 
Gold. Six Dozen of Handkerchiefs, four Silver-hilted 
Swords, half a Dozen of Shirts, three Tye Periwigs, and 
A Piece of Broad-Cloth. Conſidering theſe are only the 
Fruits of his leiſure Hours, 1 don't know a prettier Fellow, 
for no Man alive hath a more engaging Preſence of Mind 
upon the Road, Wat Dreary, alias Brown Will, an irre- 
gular Dog, who hath an underhand way of diſpoiing of his 
Goods. Vl! try him only for a Seſſions or two longer upon 
his Good-behaviour. Harry Paddington, a poor petty -lare 
ceny Raſcal, without the leaſt Genious; that Fellow, 
though he were to live theſe ix Months, will never come 
© the Gallows with any Credit. Slippery dam; he goes 
off the next Seſſions, for the Villian hath the Impudence 
do have views of following his Trade as à Taylor, which 
he calls an honeſt Employment. Mat ef the Mint, lifted 
not above a Month ago, a promiſing ſturdy Fellow, and 
diligent in his way; ſomewhat too bold and katy, and 
may raiſe good Contributions on the Pablic, if he dues not 
cut him ſelf ſhort by Murder. Jen Nile, a puzzling 
loaking Sot, who is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf or 
to make others itand, A Cart is abſolutely nceceilary for 
him. Robin of Bag ſbot, alias Gorgon, alia: BluF Bob, 
alias Car huncle, alias Bob Booty, 


py II 


. 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachvin | 
| Mrs Peach. What of Re Booty, Huſvand ? | hope no- 
thing bad hath betided hyn. Yon know, my Dear, he's 
| B y | 2a ta- 
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The BEGGAR's OPERA. 
a favorite Cuſtomer of mine. Twas he made me a Preſent 
of this Ring. 4 i 

Peach. | have ſet his Name down in the Black Lift, 
that's all, my Dear, he ſpends his Life among Women, 
and as ſoon as his Money is gone, one or other of the Ladies 
will hang him for the Reward, and there's forty Pounds 
Joſ to us tor ever. WA 

Mrs, Peach. You know, my Dear I never meddle in 
Matters of Death; I always leave thote Affairs to you. 
Women indeed are bitter bad Judges in theſe Caſes, for 
they are ſo partial to the Brave, that they think every Man 
handſome who is going to the Camp or Gallows, 


AIR III. Cold and raw, Ee. 


Hf any Wench Venus“ Girale autar, 
Though the be never /o ugly ; 

Lilies and Rojes will quickly appear, 
And her Face look wondrous ſmugly. 

Beneath the left Ear /o fit but a Cord, 
( A Rope ſa charming a Zone is / 


The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 
And wwe cry, There dies an Adonis h 


But really, Huſband, you ſhould not be too hard-hearted, 
for you never had a finer, braver Set of Men than at preſent. 
We have not had a Murder among them all theſe {even 
Months. And truly, my Dear, that is a great Blefling. 

Peach. What a dickens is the Woman always whimp- 
ring about Murder for? No Gentleman is ever lcok'd 
upon the worſe for killing a Man in his own Defence; and 
if Buſneſs cannot be carried on without it, what would 
you have a Gentleman do ? 


Mrs. Peach. If I am in the Wrong, my Dear, you muſt 


SO 3 
excuſe me, for no- body can help the Frailty of an over- 


{crapulous Conſcience, 


Peach. Murder is as faſhionable a Crime as a Man can 
be guilty of, How many kne Gentlemen have we in Neue 


every Year, purely upon that Article! If they have where- 
wichal to perſuade the Jury to bring it in Manſlaughter, 


what are they the worſe for it So, my Dear, have done 


upon this Subject. Was Captain AMackeath here this Mora- 
ing, for the Bank-Notes bg left with you laſt Week ? 
| as, Peacb, 


* 
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Mrs. Peach. Yes, my Dear, and though the Bank hath 
ſtopt Payment, he was ſo chearful and ſo agreeable ! Sure 
there is not a finer Gentleman upon the Road than the 
Captain | If he comes from Pag hot at any reaſonable Hour, 
he hath promis'd to make one this Evening with Poly and 
me, and Bob Booty at a Party of Qadrille. Pray, my Dear, 
is the Captain rich? 
Peach. The Captain keeps too good Company ever ta 
row rich, Mary. bone and the Chocolate- Houſes are his 
e The Man that propoſes to get Money by Play 
ſhould have the Education of a fine Gentleman, and be 


train'd up to it from his Youth, _ | 
Mrs Peach. Really, I am forry upon Polly's Account the 


Captain hath not more Diſcretion. What Buſineſs hath 


he to keep Company with Lords and Gentlemen? he ſhould 
leave them to prey upon one another, | 

Peach, Upon Pelly's Account! What a Plague, does 
the Woman mean *? Upon Pelly's Account ! 

Mrs. Peach, Captain Machzath is very fond of the Girl. 

Peach. And what then ? 

Mrs Peach. It I have any Skill in the Ways of Women, 
Jam fure Poli thinks him a very pretty Man. 

Peach. And what then? You would not be ſo mad to 
have the Wench marry him! Gameſters and Highwaymen 
are generally very good to their Whores, but they are very 
Pevils to their Wives. 5 

Mrs. Peach. But if Peliy ſhould be in Love, how ſhould 


we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf ? Poor Girl, I 


am in the utmoſt Concern about her. 


AIR IV. Why 3s your faithful Slave diſdain'd, Se. 


love the Virgin's Heart invage, 
How, lite a Meth, the fample Maid 
Still plays about the Flame 
If bau foe be not made a Wife, 
Her Honour fig d, and then for Life, 
SHC ν , dare not aues 


Peach. Look ye, Wife, A handſome Wench in our Wa 
of Buſineſs is as proftable as at the Bar of a Temple Coffees 
Houſe, who looks upon't as het Livelihood to grant every 
Jäiberty but one. You fee I would indulge the Girl as far 
as prudently 2s we can. In any thing, but Marriage! after 

that 
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The BEGGAR's OPERA. 


that, my Dear, how ſhall we be ſaſe ? Are we not then in 
her Huſband's Power ? For a Huſband hath the abfolute 
Power over all a Wife's Secrets but her own. If the Girl 
had the Ditcretion of a Court-Lady, who can have a Dozen 
young Fellows at her Ear without complying with one, I 
mould not matter it; but Petly is Tinder, and a Spark will 
at once ſet her 0.) a Flame. Married If the Wench does 


not know her own profit, ſure me knows her own Pleaſure 


better than to make herſelf a property 1 My Daughter to me 
Mould be, like a Court Lady to a Miniſter of State, à Key 
do the while Gang, Married! If the Affair is not already 
done, III terrify ber from it, by the Example of our 
Neighhours, 

Mes. Peach May-hap, My Dear. you may injure the 


| Girl, She loves to imitate the fine Ladies, and ſie may 
only allow the Captain Liberties in the View of Intereſl. 


Peach, But tis your Dutv, my Dear, to wan the Girl 
againſt her Ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt 
of her Beauty. 13! go to her this Moment, and fift her. In 
the mean Time, Wre, rip out the Coronets and Marks of 
thoſe Dozen of Cembric Handkerchiefe, for | can difpoſe 
of them this Afternoon to a Chap in the City. [ Exit 


— » ——U— r 
* 


n 


Mrs. Peach. Never was a Man more out of the Way in. 
an Argument than my Huſband! Why mult our Poll; for- 


foOoth, differ from her Sex, and Love only her Huſband? 


Ard why mult Polly's Marriage, contrary to all Obſervation, 
make her the leſs followed by other Men? All Men ate 
Theives in Love, and ke a Woman the better for being 


SNRUThCITS I TOZCNY, 
: * 


ATR V. Of all the ſimple Things we do, Sc. 
A s 7474 75 {ihe the 85 [en Dre. 


WV hich hath Gumeas tntrin/iceLin't, 
Ie Worth is newer kacaun, bofore 

It i try a and tire? inthe Int 
Nie ling a Guinea in (rol, 
F. vun t with the Name of ler Spouſe ; 
Aw here, now there; 1s bone, or is fold: 
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SCENE VI. 
Mrs. Peachum, Filch. 


Mrs. Peach. Come hither Filch, I am as fond of this 
Child, as though my Mind miſgave me he were my own. 
He hath as fine a Hand at picking a Pocket as a Woman 
and is as nimble-finger'd as a Juggler If an unlucky 
Seſſion does not cut the Rope of thy Life, I pronounce, 
Boy, that thou wilt be a great Man in Hiſtory, Where was 
your poſt laſt Night, wy Boy? 

Filch. I ply'd at the Opera, Madam; and conſidering 
'twas neither dark nor rainy, fo that there was no great 
Hurry in getting Chairs and Coaches, I made a tolerable 
Hand on't, "Theſe ſeven Handkerchiets, Madam. 

Mrs Peach, Colour'd ones, I ſee. "They are of ſore Sale 
from our Warchouſe at Redrif among the Seamen. 

Fil:h, And this Snuff- box. 

Mrs, Peach. Set in gold ! A pretty Encouragement this 
to 2 young Beginner, 

Filch. I had a fair Tug, at a charming Gold Watch. 
Pox take the Taylors for making the Fobs ſo deep and 
narrow ! It Huck d by cke Way, and I was forc'd to make 
my Eſcape under a Coach. Really, Madam, I tear I ſhall 
be cut off in the Flower of my Youth, to that every now 


— 


and then (fince | was: pumpt) 1 have Thoughts of taking 


ap and going to Sea, 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley tn the Hole, and 
i Marybore, Child to learn Vaiour. Theſe are the Schools 
that have bread fo many brave Men. I thooght, Boy, by 


this Time, chou hadſt loſt Fear as well as ſhame. Poog 


Lad! how !ntle does he know as yet of the Old Bair / 
For the firit Fact I'll infure thee from being hang'd ; and 
going to Sea, Filch, will come time enongh upon a Sen- 
tence of Tranſportation, But now, fince you have nothing 
etter to do, ev'n go to your Book, and learn your 

Catechiſm ; for really a Man makes but an ill Figure in 
tne Ordinary's Paper, who cannot give a ſatisfactory 
Anſwer to his Queſtions, But, bark you, my Lad. 
Don't tell me a Lye; for vou know I hate a Liar. 
Do you know of any thing that hath paſs'd between 
Captain Muc catb dnd our Poly. | | 
| Fresch. 
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Filch., I beg you, Madam, don't aſk me: for I muſt 
either tell a Lyc to you or to Miſs Pelly ; for I paomis'd 
her | would not tell. 

Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of our Family is 
ronceru d | 

Filch, I ſiall lead a ſad Life with Mits Polly, if ever ſhe 
come to know that 1 told you. Beſides, I would not wil- 
Engly forteit my own Honour by betraying any body. 

Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my Hnſband and Polly. 
Come, Filch, yon ſhall go with me into my own Room, 
and tell me the whole Story. [I'll give thee a Glaſs of a 
moſt delicious Cordial that I keep for my own drinking. 


2 ä — 


I. 
Peachum, Polly. 


P-!/y. I know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to 
make the moſt of myſelf and of my Man too. A Woman 
kaows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath never been 
in a Court or at an Aſſembly. We have it in our Natures, 
Papa. allo Captain Macheat! tome trifting Liberties, 
T have this Watch and other viſible Marks of his Favour to 
Bow for it. A Girl who cannot grant ſome Things, and 
refuſe what is molt material, will make but a poor Hand 
of her Beauty, and ſoon be thrown upon ine Common. 


AI EK What ſhall 1 do to ſhew how much 1 love her, Os. 


Virgins are like the fair Flower in it, Laſtre, 
Which in the Garden enamels the Ground ; 
Near it the Bes in play flutter aud clufler, 
And gaudy Dutterſites frolict around, 
Put, anden once pluck'd, "tis no li ger ulluring, 
7o Covent-Garden . /ent (as pet faveet, ) 
Tree fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enouring, 
Kats, flints, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


Prosch. You know, Pallv, J am not againſt your toying 
ang triing with a Cuſtomer in the Way of Buſineſs, or to 
pet out 4 Secret, or ſo, But if ] find out that you have 
way'd the Fool and are married, you Jade, you, Il cut 


your beat, iivffy, Now you know my Mind 
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S CE NE VIII. 
Peachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachum. 


AIR VII. Oh London is a fine Town 
Mrs, Peachum, in a very great Paſſion, 


| N 5 Our Polly is a fad Slut“ ner heeds what wwe have taught her, 


1 wonder any mon alive avill ever rear a Daughter /! 


F., ae muft have both Hoeds and Gowns, and Hoops ts fevel? 


| her Pride, | | 

With Scarfs and Stays, and Gloves and Lace; and fre will 
bade Men beſice ; 

And when ſh , dreft with Care and Coft, all tempting, fine aud 


| Lay 
As Nin fpould ſerve a Cucumber, foe fiings bentif aan. 
Ou Polly is a /ad Slut / &c. 


You Baggage you Huſſy! you inconfiderate Jace ! had 
you been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, tor that 
might have been your Misfortune ; but to do fuch a mad 
thing by Choice ! The Wench is married, Huſband. 

Peach. Married! The Captain is a bold Man, and will 
riſque any thing for Money; to be fure he believes her a 
Fortune. Do you think your Mother, and I ſhould have 
liv'd comfortably ſo long together, i! ever we had been 
married? Baggage 

Mrs. Peach, I knew ſhe was always a proud Slut; and 
now the Wench hath play'd the Foo! and married, becauſe 
torſooth ſhe would do like the Gentry. Can you ſupport 
the Expence of a Huſband, Huſly, in Gaming, Drinking 
and Whorng ? Have you Money enough to carry on the 
daily Quarreis of Min and Wile about who ſhall iquander 
moſt? There are not many Flutbands and Wives, Who 
can bear the Charges of plaguing one another in a hand- 
ſome Way. If you muſt be marrizd, could you introduce 
no- body into out Family but a Highwayman ? Why thou 
foohih jade, thou wilt be as ilus'd, and as much na- 
elected, as it thou hadſt married a Lord! 

Peach. Let not your Anger, my Dear, break through 


ws Rales of Decency, for the Captain looks uren himfelf 


"3 
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„ The BEGGAR's OPERA, _ 
in the Military Capacity, as a Gentleman by his Proſeſſion, 
Befides what he hath already, | know he is in a fair Way 
of getting or of dying ; and both theſe Ways, let me tell 
ou, are moſt excellent Chances for a Wife. Tell me, 
Hull, are you ruin'd or no ? 

Ms. Peach. With Polly's Fortune, ſhe might very well 
have gone off to a perſon of Diftinttion, Yes, that you 
might, you pouting Slut! 

Peach, What, is the Wench dumb ? Speak, or I'll make 
you plead by {queezing out an Anſwer from you, Are you 
really beund Wife to him, or are you upon liking ? 

' Pinches her 

Polly, Oh! | Screaming. 

Mrs. "Prach, How the Mother is to be pitied who hath 
haudiome Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, and Lectures of 
Morality ate nothing to them: They break through them 
all. They have as much Pleaſure in cheating a Father and 
Mother, as in cheating at Cards. 

Penh. Why, Pe, I hall ſoon know if you are married, 
by Macbtatò s keeping from our Houie. 


AIR VIII. Grim King of the Ghoſts, TI 


Polly. Cas Lowe be control by Advice? 

1 Cupid eur Mothers obey ? 
Tang 1 Heart were As froxen ai Le, 

At his Flame "tavould haue metted givay. 
ben te FITEN '4 me fo cloſe! he Fre,, 

Jau jo forert that I muſi have comply d: 
S T ihought it both ſafeſ and 6: ?, 

19 mary, ſor jeer yo "ould chide. 


Mrs, Peach. Then ail the Hopes of our Family are gone 
for ever and ever! 

Peach, And M:-heath may hang his Father and Mothei 
in-Law, in hope to get into their Daug! wer's Fortune. 

Pelly, | did not marry him as tis the Faſhion) coo!ly 
and deliberately for Honout or Money. But. |] love "Sa 

Mrs. Peach, Love him worſe and worſe! ] thought 
the Girl had bren better bed. Oh Hufhand luth. _s 
her Folly makes me mad! My Head ſo im 'm dilated! 
1 can t * Dort NI elf e 

Peact 
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Peach. See, Wench, to what a Condition you have 
reduc'd your poor Mother! a Glaſs of Cordial thus Inſtant, 
| How the poor Woman takes it to Heart. 
| [Polly goes out, and returns with it's 
Ah, Huſſy, now this is the only Comfort your Mother has 

left! | 
| Polly. Give her another Glaſs, Sir; my Mama drinks 


- 


; 004 double the Quantity whenever ſhe is out of Order, "T's, 


you ſee, fetches her. 
Mrs. Peach, The Girl ſhews ſueh 2 Readineis, and fo 


8 much Concern, that 1 could almoſt had in my Heart to 
= forgive her. 


4 AIR IX. O Ferry, O Jenny, where haſt thou been 


O Polly, you might bane toy'd and Nit u, 
By keeping Men c, you keep them zu. 


.N 1 | Folly. But he ſa teax d me, 


Aud he / pleas d me, 
What 1 did, you muſl have done. 


Mrs. Peach. Not with a Highwayman,-——You forry 
Slut! | 

Peach. A Word with you, Wife, *Tis no new Thing 
for a Wench to take a Man without Conſent of. Pargats, 
You know 'tis the Frailty of Woman, my Dear, 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the Sex is frail. Bur the firf8 
Time a Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomenhat nice 
methinks, for then or never is the Time to make her 
Fortune. After that, ſhie hath nothing to do but to guard 
herſelf from being found out, and ſhe ria, do what the 
pleaſes, 

Peach, Make yourſelf a little eaty ; 1 have a Though * 
tha!l toon ſet all Matters again to rights. Why fo mean, 
cholly, Pz{/y ? Since what 15 done cannot be undone, wy 
muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 

Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly; as far as one Woman can for 
give another, I forgive thee.———Your Father is too ford 
„ you, Hufly. | 

Polly. Then all wy Sorrows are at an End, 

Mrs. Peach, A mighty likely Speech in troth for 2 
Wench who is juſt martied | 


ALEX 


Mis tt dl... Fed ns - 4 = 
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Faſſion run away with your .Senfes, Poly, 1 grant you, 
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AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, O.. 


Polly. 7, like a Ship in Storms, was toff ; 
Vet afraid to put in te Land ; 
For ix d in the Port the V. el s loft, 
Whoſe Treaſure is 3 1 
The Wares ore laid, 
My Duty's paid. 
O Toy beyond Expreſſion ! 
Thus, ſafe a-jhore, 
1 off no more 


My Al! is in my Pofſeffron, 


Peach. I hear Cuſtomers in t'other Room: Go, talk with 
em, Polly; but come to us again, as ſoon as they are gone, 
But, hark ye, Child, if 'tis the Gentleman who was 
here Yeſterd iy about the Repeating- Watch; ſay, you be- 
lieve we can't get Intelligence of it, till to-morrow. For 
I leat it to Say Streddle, t to make a Figure with it to night 
at a Tavern in Drury-Love, If rother Gentleman calls for 
the Silver-hilted Sword; vou know Pertle-brox'd F emmy 
hath it on, and he doth not come from Tanbridge till 
7 veſday Night; ſo that it cannot be had till then. 


— 


I ©. 
Peachum, I. Peachum. 
Peach. Dear Wife, be a little paciſied. Dont let your 


have done a raſh 1 hing. 

Mrs. Peach, If the had had only an Intrigue with the 
Fellow, why the very beſt Families have excus'd and 
huddlcd up a Frailty of that Sort. Tis . Hulband, 
chut makes it a Blemiſh. 

Peach. But Money. Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for 
Reputations, there is not a Spot or a Stain but what it can 
take out. A rich Rogue now a Days is fit Company for 
any Gentleman; and the Word, my Dear, hath nor ſuch 
a Contempt tor Roguery as you imagine. I tell you, Wite, 
1 can make this Match turn to our Adv antage 


2 
» 2 
— 
* 
— 
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Mrs. Pracb. I am very ſenßble, Hoſband, that Captain 


Mac heath is worth Money, but I am in doubt "whether he 


hath not to or three Wives already, and then if he ſhould die 
in a Seſſion or two, Pel/y's Dower would come into Diipute. 
| Peach, That, indeed, is a point which ought to be conſi- 
der d. 
| AIR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
A Fox may fleal your Henc, Sir, 
A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir 
Your Daughter rob your Chef, Sir, * 
Your Wife may fieal your Ref}, Sir, | 
A Thief our goods and Plate, 
But this is all but picking, 
With Rel, Pence, Cheft and Chicken ; 
It ever <was decrecd, Sir, | | 
Lagers Hand is feed, Sir, 
He ſteals your who's EHale. 


The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe in cur Way 
They don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine 
Livelihood but themſelves, 


„ — - 
— - 


i. ain. 


. 
Mrs, Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 


Dama Window Curtain, a Hoop-Petticoat, a Pair of 
Silver Candlesticks, a Periwig, and one Silk Stocking, 
from the Fire that bappen'd laſt Night. | 

Peach, There is not à Fellow that is cleverer in his Way, 
and {ayes more Goods out of the Fire than Ned, But now, 
Pelly, to your Affair; for Matters muit not be left as they 
are. You are married then, it {eems, 

Polly. Yes, Sir. | 

Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, Child? 

Pellz. Like other Women, Sir, upon the Induſtry of 
my Huſhand. | 2 

Mrs, Peach. What is the Wench turu'd Fool? A High. 
waywan's Wife, like a Soldier's, hath as little of his Pay, 
as of his Company, 1 


Polly. "Twas only Nimmins Ned. He brought in 2 


* Peach 
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Peach, And had nat yon the common Views of a Gen- 
tlewoman in your Marriage, Polly? 

Pel/y, I don't know what you mean, Sir ? 

Peach, Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. 

Pally, But 1 love him, Sir; how then could I have 
Thouglits of parting with him? 

Peach. Parting with hum ! Why, that is the whole Scheme 
and Intention of all Marriage-Articles. "The comfortable 
Eftate of Widowhood, is the only Hope that keeps up « 
Wite's Spirits. Where is the Woman who would ſcruple 
to be a Wife, if ſhe had it in her Power to be a Widow, 
whenever ſhe pleas'd? If you have any Views of this Sort, 
Polly, | all think the Match not ſo unreaſonable. 

Belly. How 1 dread to hear your Advice! Yet I muſt 
beg you to explain yourſelf, 

Peach, Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the 
next Seiltions, and then at once you are made a rich Widow, 

Polly, What, murder the Man love? The Blood runs 
cold at my. Heart with the very Thought of it. 

Peach, Fie, Peo!'; ! What hath Murder to do in the AN 
fair ? Since the king ſooner or later muit happen, I dare 
fay, the Captain himielf would like that we ſhould get 
the Reward for his Death ſooner than a Stranger. Why, 
Polly, the Captaia knows, that as tis his Employment to 
rob, ſo tis oursto take Robbers ; every Maa in his Buſineſs 
So that there is no Malice in the Caſe. 

Mrs. Peach. Av, Huſband, now you have nick'd the 
Matter, To have him peack d is the only Thing could 
ever make me forgive her. 


AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 


Polly. O fender avell ! be not ſevere; 
So /oave a wretcbed Niſe 
For on the Rope that bongs my Dear 
Dejenas poor Polly s Lie. 


Mrs. Peach. Put your Duty to your parents, Huy, 
obliges you to hang him. What would many a Wife give 
for ſuch an Opp. „unity! ? 

Polly. What is a Jointure, what is Widowhood to me? 
Kuvw my Huart, I cannot ſurvive him. | 
A. LR 
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AIR XII. Le printems rapelle aux armes. 


T be Turtle thus with plaintive Crying, 
Her Lower ing, 

i The Turtle thus with plaintive Crying, 

Laments her Dove, 

Dax ſe drops guite ſpent wu 1th H bing, 


Pair'd in Death, as pair d in Love. 


* „ 22 


Thas; Sir, it will happen to our poor Polly, 

Mrs Peach, What, is the Fool in Love in Earneſt then? 
| hate the for being particular: Why, Wench, thou art 
a Shame to thy very Sex. 

Polly. But hear me, Mother, —-If you ever lov 'd—— 
Mrs Peach. Thoſe curled Flay-Books the reads have bee 
her Ruin. One Word more, Hutly, and 1 ſhall knock 

your Brains out, if you have any. 

Preach. Keep out of the Way, Feu, for fear of Miſchief, 
and conſider of what is propos d to you, 

Mrs. Peach. Away, Huſſy. Tang your Huſband, and 
hy dutiful, | 


— — —_———. — ti. — 2 


N -XE: 
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum. [Polly Ling! 

Mrs. Peach. The Thing, Sor and, muſt and hall be 
done. For the Sake of Inte e we mu take other 
Meaſures, and have him peach'd the next Seſtior without 
ker Conſent, If ſhe will not know her Dots Ve know ours, 

Peach. But really, my Dear, it rieren one s Heart to 
take off a great Man, When I conſider his perſons 1 Bra. 
very. his fine Strata; zem, how much we have already got 
by bim, and how much more we may get, niethinks, 

Can t ud ia my dint to have a Hand in his Death. I 


with you could have made Pelli undertake it. 
Mts. Peach, Bac in a Caſe of Neccfity—-—our. own 


Lives are in Da inger 
Peach. Then, indeed, we mull comply with the Cuſtoms 
f the * are # * make Grati itude we Way to Intereſt. 
c . mall be taken off. 


* 


7 1 41188 * * 
Mrs. Feach. til undertake to manage Polly 
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teach, And l' 1 prepa; e Matters for th: . 6 al * 
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Time relznt, and we may be happy, 
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Polly. Now I'm a wretch, mdeed-———Methinks, I ſee 
kim already in the Cart, tweeter and more lovely than the 
Noſegay in his Hand! I hear the Crowd extolling his 
Reſolution and Intrepidity -—- What Vollies of Sights are 
fent from the Windows of Ho/barn, that fo comely a Youth 
ſhould be bronght to Diſgrace !=-—! ſee him at the Free! 


The whole Circle are in Tears !—even Butchers weep! 
Jacł Kriel himſelf heſitates to perform his Duty and would 


de glad to loſe his Fee by a Reprieve. What then will 


become of Po!/; ( As yet I may inform him of their 
Deſign, and aid him in his Eſcape — It ſhall be ſo.— 
But then he flies, abſcnts himſelf, and I bar myfelf from his 
dear dear Converſation! That too wilt diſtract me. if 
he keep out of the Way, my Papa and Mama may in 
} If he Rays, he 12 
Rang d, and then he is loſt for ever ! He intended to 
lie concealed in my Room, till the Duff of the Evening: 
If they arc abroad ll this Inſtant let him out, leſt ſome 
Accident ſhould prevent him. | Exit. and rel urn, 


n ae „ ———_ 
— LE 


N XII. 
Polly, Machs ath. 
AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot, ay. 
Mach, Pretty Polly, /ay, 
H ben I was away, 
Did your Fancy never flray 
| To ſom? newer Lower 
Polly. Without Diſc uiſe, 
HFleawving Sg b, 
Dot ing Eyes. 
My conflant Hear diſc over. 
Fondly let me lult ! 
Mach, O preity, pretty Poll. 
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Pelly, And are you as fond as ever, my Dear? ©” 

Mach. Suſpet my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpedt any 
thing but my Love,—-May my Piſtols mils Fire, and my 
Mare flip her ſhoulder while J am purſu'd, if I ever for- 
fake thee! | 

Polly. Nay, my Dear, I have no Reaſon to doubt you, 
for I find in the Romance you lent me, none of the great 
Heroes were ever falſe in Love. 


AIR XV. Pray, Fair One, be kind 


Mach. A; Heart wwe: fo free, 
It rav'd like @& Nee, 
Till Polly my Pafion requitted ; 
7 apt enact Flower, 
1 chang'd4 ev'ry Hour, 
Fut bere ev'ry Flower it united. 


Polly. Were you ſentenc'd to T'ran{portation, ſure, my 
Dear, you could not leave me behind you——could you ? 

Nach, Is there any Power, any Force that could tear me 
from thee? You might ſooner tear a Penfion out of the 
Hands of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty Wo 
man from a Looking glaſs, or any Woman from Quadrille. 


* * 


— hat to tear me from thee is impoſſible 


AIR XVI. Over the Hills and far away. 


Were I {aid en Greenland Conſt, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Lay ; 
arm amidſt eternal H t e, 
T 30 oon the Ha!f-Tear':; Night would 72. 
Polly. MW#ere { feid en Indian Seil, 
eon as the barning Day TAS clo. 
J cel meck the ſultry Toi 
l hen ou my Charmer's Freaſt repo;'d. 
Mach. And I would le ue y2u all the Day, 
Polly. Emery Night evould hiſs and play, 
Mach, AJUIf avith me you'd fondly flray 
Polly. wer the Hills and far away. 


Polly, Yes, I would go with thee, But oh !—how 
Mall Lipeak it? I muſt be torn fromthee, We muſt part. 

Mach, How! Part! 

. C 3 Polly. 
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Polly. We muſt, we muſt.—My Papa and Mamma are 
ſet ag. ft thy Life. They now, even now are in Search 
— thee. They are preparing Evidence againſt thee, Thy 
Life depends upon a Moment, 


AIR XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing 


O5 what Pain it is to part / 
Can I leave thee, can I leave thre ! 
O what Pain it is to part 
Can the Polly ever leade ee? 
But 4e Dea: * ny Love ſhould thevart, 
41d Cris g thee to the fatal Cart, 
Thu; I tear thee from my Ceoding Heart ! 
Fly hence, and let me {rave thee, 


One Kiſs and then—one Kiſ:—be gone—farewe!l, 

Mach. My Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is fo riveted 
to thine, that I cannot unlooſe my Hold. 

Pell. But my Papa may intercept thee, and then 1 ſhould 
loſe the very ghmmering of Hope. A few Weeks, per- 
haps, may reconcile us all. Shall thy Poly hear from thee ? 

Mach. Mott I then go? 

Polly. And will not Abſence change your Love ? 

Nach. If you doubt it, let me lay rand be hang' d. 

Pally. O ho! „I fear ! how I tremble ee when 
Saſety vill give you Leave, you will be ture to ſee. me 
again; for til then 7 1% is wretched. | 


AIR XVIII. O the Broom, Sc, 

Mach. The Mi, tus c Chilling fees [ Parting, and looking 
FP hich bs &6l, 2 d to by 25 back at "ach other with 

WWithSighs riet it bydegrevs, Rey he at one door 
8 tis gene for 1 ſhe at he hes * 


Polly. 7 he Bay, PHE, when bis Sharrow's flown, 
7. 5 . a in S /, fene ey!, F 5 
Bu ſoon as 647 0 Sig bt FIT gone, 


Ii bins, au imters, {obs aud cries, 
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A Tavern rar NEV GATE. 


Jemmy Twitcher, Crook-finger'd Jack, Wat Dreary, Robin 

of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Paddington, Matt of 
the Mint, Ben Budge, and the ret of the Gang, at tht 
Table, with Wine, Brandy, and Tobacco, 


Ren. UT, pr ythee, Matt, what is become of thy 
Brother Ten! I have not ſeen him ſince my 
Return from Tranſportation 

Matt. Poor Brother Tom had an Accident this timeTwelve. 
month, and ſo clever a made Fellow he was, that I could 
not ſave him from thoſe fleaing Raſcals the Surgeo ns; and 
now, Por Man, he is among the Otamies at S- geon;- Hall, 

Ben. So it ſeems, his Time was come, 

Jen. But the pretent Time is ours, and no body alive 
bath more, Why are the I aws nee 1} 4 at us? arc we more 
Ciikonel than the reft of Mankind? what we i Pt ans an 
15 our own by the Law of Arms, wy the Right e 

Creot. Where [hall we find ſuch another Set of practical 
Philof ophers, who to a Man are above the l car of Death ? 

I” at. Sound me u. nd true 

Of try d Courage, KT indefatioable Ir nduſtry 

Ned, Who is there here that wo nd not die for his Friend? 


1 * '} — 4 "4 » $* 5% 1 290040 "ap ES S's Ty | && 4 _— 2 4 7 ? 
14 19 Tv 10 15 tlliere ere nat would Detr Ry him tor 1418 


Aal. Shew me a Gang of Courtiers that can ſay as much; 
ber, We are for © Juſt Partition of the World, for ever, 
MM hath a Right to en; 10y Lite, | 

Halt, We retrench the © up2:iig.tics of Mar nxind. The 
vVorldis ava TONS, and]! hate Avarice. Acovet aus! Fellow. 
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Jem. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day are fixt. God 


luck attend us all, Fill the Glaſſes. 


AIR XIX. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, Sc. 
Matt. Fil? «ry Glaſs, for Wine injjires us, 


And fires us 
WIZ ith Courage, Love and Jy. 
Women and Wine ſheuld Life emtloy ; 
I; there ought el/e en Earth defirous ? 
Chorus. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, &c. 


— _ 
—ͤ— ͤͤäͤ„ä—„—— » 


nN. 
To them enter Macheath. 


_ Mach. Gentlemen well met. My Heart hath been with 
you this Hour; but an unexpected Affair hath detained me. 
No Ceremony, I beg you. 

Aas. Ve were juſſ breaking up to go upon Duty. Am 
T to have the Honour of taking the Air with you, Sir, this 
Evening upon the Heath? I drink a Dram now and then 
with the Stage-coachinen | in the Way of Friendſhip and in- 
telligence ; and 1 know that about this Time there will be 
Paſſengers upon the Weitern Road, who are worth ſpeaking 
with. 

Mach. T was to have been one of that Party 

Matt. But what, Sir ? 

Aach, Is there any Man that ſuſpects my Courage ? 

Malt. We have all been Witneſſes of it. 

Mach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang? 

Matt. I'll be aniwerable for it. 

Mas“. In the Diviſion of cut Booty, ve Jever ſhewn 
the leaſt Marks of Avarice or Injuttice ? 

Matt, By theſe Queſtions ſomething feerns to have ruf- 
fled you, Are any of us ſuſpected? 

Mach. J have a fixed Corfidence, Gentlemen, in you all, 
as Men of Honour, and as fach I value and reſpec you. 


Peæeac lum is a Rlan that is uſeful! to us. 


Matt. Is he about to play us any foul Play e I'll ſhoot 
him through the Head, 
Mach, I beg you, Gentlemen, act with Conduct and 


Diſcretion, A Piſtol is your laſt Reſort. 


Matt. 
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Matt. He know nothing of this Meeting. | 
Mach, Buſineſs cannot go on without him. He is a Man | 

who knows the World, and is a neceſſary Agent to us. We I 

have had a ſlight Difference, and till it i, accommodated | 

1 ſhall be obliged to keep out of his Way, Any private 

Diſpute of mine (hall be of no ill Confequence to my Friends, 

You mutt continue to act under his Direction, for the Mo- = 

ment we break looſe from him, our Gang is tuin'd. IH 
Matt. As a Baw'd to a Whore, I grant you, he is to us | 

of great Convenience. 
Mach Make him believe I have quitted the Gang, which 

J can never do but with Life. At our private Quarters I | 

will continue to meet you, A Week or fo will probably 444 

reconcile us, | "4 

Aer. Your Infiruftions ſhall be obſerv'd. Tis now 

high time for us to repair to gur ſeveral Duties; fo till the 

Evening at our Quarters in Moar. Fields we bid you fare wel. 
Mach. I hall with myſelf with you. Succeſs attend vou. 

[Si dowon melancholy at ihe Table. 


AIR XX. March in Rinaldo, with Drums and Trumpets, 


Mott. Let ws take the Road, 
Hark ! I hear the Sound of Coaches / 
The Hour of attack aptreacbes, 
To your Arms, brave Boys, and load. 
See the Bail [ bold ! 
Les the Coymiſt; teil like es, 
Our Fire thetr Fire ſurpa es, | 
And turns all our Lead to Geld. 
{The Gang, rang'd in the Front of the 
. Stage, load their Pittols, and ſtick 
them under their Girdles : then go off 
ſinging the firit Part in Chorus, 


Nn. 
Macheath, Drawer. 


Mach, What a Fool is a fond Werch! Polly is moſt con- 
foundedly bit — l love the Sex. And a Man who loves 
Money, might as well be contented with one Guinea, as 
2 with one Woman, The Town, perhaps, hath been as | 
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much obliged to me, for recruiting it with free-hearted 
Ladies, as to any Recruiting Officer in the Army. If it 
were not for us, and the other Gentlemen of the Sword, 
Drury -Lant would be uninhabited, 


AIR XXI. Would you have a young Virgin, Or. 


If the Heart of a Man is depre/? with Cares, 
The Mi is diſpell d hen a Woman appears; 
Like the Netes of a Fiddle, ſbe fevectly, feetly, ' 
Raiſes our Spirits, ar; 4 charms our Ears, 
Noe, as Lrllies ber Cheets d.ſcloſe, 
Hut ber ripe Lips are more ſfaveet than theje : 
Pr Der, 
Car 474 ber, 


I; it 5 Bliſet, 
Her K. E's 
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I mnt have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind 
like them. Monc; is not ſo . Cordial for the Time. 
Drawer,—| Enter [Drawer | Is the Porter gone for all the 
Ladies ACOG to my Directi ons f 

Draw, J expect him back every minute. But you Kno, 
Sir, you ſent him as far as Hellen in the Hole for three of che 
La3t one in Vin, gar-Jard, and for the reſt of them 
{omewhere 0 ut Leas der J. Lane. Sure ſome of them are 
below, for F hear the Bar Bell. As they come I will ſhew 


v . 1 3 \ ; - $9 
them up. Coming, Coming. 
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lov'd a Woman of Wit and Spirit; they make charming 
Miſtreſſes, but plaguy Wives, — Betty Deny Come hither, 
Huſſy. Do you drink as hard as ever? You had better ſtick 
to good wholeſome Beer; for in troth, Perry, Strong-Waters 
will in Time ruin your Conſtitution. You ſhould leave 
thoſe to your Betters, What! and my pretty Jenny Diver 
too! As prim and demure as ever! There is not any Prude, 
though ever ſo high bred, hath a more ſanctified Look, 
with a more miſchievous Heart, Ah ! thou art a dear art- 
ful Hypocrite,-- Mrs. Slammeriin | as carcleſs and genteel 
25 ever! all you fine Ladies, you know your own Beauty, 
affect an Undreſs—But ſee, here's Suky Tawdry come 
to contradict what I was ſaying. Every thing ſhe gets one 
way ſhe lays out upon her Back. Why, Suky, you muſt 
keep at leaſt a dozen Tallymen. Mol Brazen ! {She kifes 
im,] That's well done. | love a free hearted Wench, 
Thou haſt a moſt agresable Aſſurance, Gul, and art as 
willing as a Turtle, —But bark! I hear Moſic. The 
Harper is at the Door. V Aliſic be the Food of Lowe, flay 
2n, Ere you ſeat yourſelves, 1 3 what think you of a 
Dance: Come in {Enter Harjer] Viay the French Tune, 
that Mrs. S{ammeriin was ſo fond of. 
[A Dance à la ronde in the French manner ; 
near the end of it ibis Seng and Cborus. 


AIR XXII. Cotillo 


Youth m the Se ah u mane for Jois. 
3 is then nur Duty, 
She alone aue that te bla s, 
Nell gegen es ber Beaut, 75 
Lets be gap, 
ile aus mat 
Beauty's a Flower 1 id in Decay, 
0 0, 7: 241 $ Ives Seaſon, K. 
Let us Hack and „ ori. a } 3 
Ours i not fo: murray. 
Love abb Truth flies habit aaray, 
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23 The BEGGARs OPERA. 
Mach, Now, proy Ladies, take your Places. Here 
Flow. { Pays ce Harter] Bid the Drawer bring us * 
Vine (Exit Harper ] If ony of the Ladies chools Gin, I 
hope they will be fo tree as to call for it. 

Feu . You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 
enough for me, indeed, Sir, I never drink Strong Waters, 
bat when 1 have the Cholie. 

Mach. Juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies! Why, a Lady 
of Quality is never without the Cholic. I hope, Mrs Coaxer, 
vau have had good Succets of late in your Viſits among the 
Mercers 

Coax, We have fo many Interlopers—Yet with Induſtry, 

We may fti!l have a little Picking. I carried a filver- 
Nower'd Luceſtring, and a Piece of black Paduſoy to Mr. 
Peachim's Lock but lait Week. 

Fix. | here's S iA7:1'y Brazen hath the Ogle of a Rattle- 
Snake. She rivetted a Linen Draper's Eye fo faſt upon her, 
that he was nick'd of three Pieces of Cambric beſore he 
cuuld lock off. 

Eraz Oh dear Madam! — But ſure nothing can come 
up to vour handling of Laces! And then you have ſuch a 
Ge: t deluding Ton vue! To cheat a Man is nothing ; but 

he Woman muſt have fine Parts indeed who cheats a 
Women. 

V. Jace, Madam, kes in a ſmall Compaſs, and is of 
ealy Conveyance. But you are apt, Madam, to think too 
uc of your riends. 

Crax, If ary Woman hath more Art than another, to 
be fure it is r Diver Ihough her Fellow be never fo 
agreeable, the can pick his pocket as coolly, as if Money 
were her only pleaſure Now that is a command ef the 
Pa ions vacommon iv 2 Woman 

Ferry. 1 never go to the Tavern with a Man, but in the 
View of Buſinets, I have other Routs, and other fort of 
Mer for mv Fleaſure, But had 1 your Addreſs, Madam 

Allach Have: done with your Compliments, Ladies; 
ad drin about; You arc not ſo iond. of me, Jenny, as 
ou NC TO. . 5 

Jex. Lis not convenient, Sir, to ſhew my Fondneſs 
emong ſo many Rivals. is your own Ct ice, and not 
the Warmch of my Inclination that will deteriaine you. 


AIR 


The BEGG AR's OPERA. 
AIR XXII. All ia a miſly Morning, &c. 


Before the Barn- Dotr crowing, 
The Cock Ly Hens attended, , 
His Eyes arcund him throwing 
Stands for @ while ſuſpended. 
Then One he fingles from the Crew, 
And cheers he happy Her ; 
With how do you do, and Seu th you d», 
And how do yt do again. 


Mach, Ah Jemy, thou art a dear Slut. 

Truil - Pray, MEETS. were you ever in keeping! 

Tawwd. I hope, Madam, I han't been fo long apon the 
Town, but J have met with ſome good Fortune as well as 
my Neighbours. 

Trull. Pardon me, Madam, I meant no Harm by the 
Queſtion ; *twas only in the Way of Converfation. 

Tarxud, Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, [ 
might have liv'd very handſomely with my laſt Friend. Bur 
upon his miſting five Guineas, he turn'd me off. Now I 
never ſuſpected he had counted them. 

Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your beſt 
fort of Keepers ? 

Trull, That, Madam, is thereafter as they be. 

Slam, I, Madam, was once kept by a 7 and baiting 
their Religion, to Women they are a good fort of People. 


Tawd. Now, for my Part, I own 1 like an od Fellow : 


for we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Fix. A ſpruce Prentice, let me tel you, Ladies, is no lt 
thing, they bleed freely, I have ſent at le alt two or threes 
Dozen of them in my time to the Plantatio 

Jenny. But to be fare, Sir, with fo much at fortune as 
you have had upon the road you muſt be grown im enfly rich. 

Jah. The Road, indecd hath done jultice, but 
the Gaming-Table hath beer: my Ruin. 


AIR XXIV. When once [lay with another Man's Wife, Se. 


Jenny, The Gameſters ard Law ers are Trgg ters alile, 
17 they med i”, „ u ALL 15 1 Dar, ge, 
Like Cipfies, i once they tan, iger Q 55 ſe, 
Your Peckets tity eic , and they pilfer your Heuſe, 
Aud give yeur Fjrates to a Str anger, 
A Man 
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A Man of Courage ſhould never put any thing to the 
Riſque but his Life. "Theſe are the Tools of a Man of 
Honour, Cards and Dice are only fit ſor cowardly Cheats, 
who prey upon their Friends. 
She takes up bis Piel Tawdry takes uf the other. 
Tawd, This, Sir, is fi:ter for your Hand. Peſides your 
Lofs of Money, tis a Los to the Ladies. Gaming takes 
you off from Women. Row fond could | be of you! but 
before Company k tis i bred, 
Mach, Wanton Huſffys! 
Jerny. Imuſt and will have a Kiſs to give my Wine Zeft. 
{7 hey take Lim about the Neck and make S gut to 
Pe beben and Conflables, aubo ruth in 1e Bim. 


„„ 
To ther, Peachum and Confiaties 

Peach, J ſeize you, Sir, as my 5 
M b. Was this well done, Terry Women are 
Decoy Ducks; who can truit them! ee jades, Jilts, 
Har pies, Furies, Whores! | . 
Peach. Your Cafe, Mr. Iacbeatd,, is not particular. The 
greateſt Heroes have been ruin'd by Women. But, to do 
them Juſtice, I mutt own they are a pretty ſort of Creatures, 
if we could truſt them. You muſt now, Sir, take your 


Leave of the Ladics, and if they have a mind to make you 


a Viſit, they will be ſure to find you at home. '] his Gen. 
t'eman, Ladies, lodges in Nexwrate, Conſtables, wait upon 
the Captain to his Ludvings, 
AIR XX Vhen nll laid Stege to my CAleris, &e. 
Mach. . Pe eTre e I ball Juffer aui b 
* ö ” R 
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wh | 

EO The Nomen remain, 
TW. 

Fix. Look ye, Mrs, Jenny, though Mr. Peachum may | | | 
have made a private Bargain with you and SY Tawury for =: | 


betraying the Captain, as we were all atliſling, we ought 
all to hare alike. 

Coax. I think Mr. Maste, after ſo long an Acquaint- 
ance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. 

Slam. 1 am fare at leaſt three Men of his hanging, and 
in a Year's Time too, (if he did me [uſtice) ſhould be ſex 
down to my Account. | 

Truil. Mrs Slammerkia, that is not fair, For you 8 1 
one of them was taken in Bed with me. j 

Jenny. As far as a Bowl! of Punch or a Treat, I believe | 
Mrs. Sasy will join with me,—As for any thing elſe, Ladies, 
von cannot in Conſcience expett it. % 

Slam, Dear Madam — 

Traudl. | would not for the Word- 

lam. ' Tis impoſſible for me 

7r:!/, As J hope to be fav'd, Madam 

Slam, Nay, then I mutt ſtay here all Night 

Trull. Since you command me. { Zxis. <vith groatCeremen 2. 
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Lockit, Twrnkeys, Macheath, Con/ladles, 

Leck. Noble Captain, you are welccme. You have not 
een a! ages of mine this year and a half. Vo know the 
Cul tom, Sir, Garniſh, Captain, Garniſh, Hand me down 

- Fetters there. | | 

"Mack Thoſe, Mr. L:c4:s, ſeem to be the heavieſt of 
the whole Set. With your Leave, I ſhould like the further 
Fair better 

Lack, |! 5 ve, Captain, we know what 18 fitteſt for our 
Priſongrs, When 3 ane uſes me with Civilicy, 1 

gu ay 8 
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always do the beſt I can to pleaſe him —Hand them down, 
I fay —We have them of all Prices, from one Guinea to 
ten, and tis fitting every Gentleman ſhould pleaſe himſelf. 

Mach. I underitand you, Sir. | Gives Mons: ] The Fees 
here are ſo many, and ſo exorbitant, that few Fortunes can 
hear the Expence of getting off handſomely, or of dying 
like a Gentleman, 

Lock. Thoſe, | ſee, will fit the Captain better—Take 
down the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir, — Never 
was better Work — How genteely they are made !—They 
will ſet as eaſy as a Glove, and the niceſt Man in England 
might not be aſhamed to wear them. | fe puts on the Chains. 
It I had the beit Gentleman in the Lard in my Cubody 1 
could not equip him more handſomely, And lo, Sir, I now 
leave you to your private Meditations. 


. 
Macheath, 
AIR XXVI. Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no Harm, Cc. 


Ma may eſcaje from Rope and Gun; 
Nav, ſome have eatiiv'd the Doctor's Pili; 
ths take; a IlFoman muſt be undone, 
7 bat Þ af } 1 ir ſure to Kii. 
The Fly that fits Treacte 7 21 in the Sautets, 
So he that tajles Ws «an, . men, Woman, 
He thut taſtes Iman, Ruin meets. 


Ld. what a woſul Phght bave I brought myſolf! Here muſt 
all Day long, {'till 1 am bang d] be confin'd to hear the 


4 


Rent roaches of a Wench who lays her Ruin at my Door—l 
zin in the uſtody of her Father, and to be ſore, if he knows 
of the Matter, 1 ſhall have a fine Time on't betwixt this 
and my 3 dion.— But 1 promis'd the Wench Marriage 
— What ſigniſſes 2 Promile-to a Woman! Does not Man 
in Marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred titings that ke never 
means ca ee Do all we can, Women will believe 
6s; for they look upon a Promite as an Excuſe for follow- 
ing their own Inclinations— Bat here cciacs Lucy, and 
caunct get from her,-Vould 3] were deaf 
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Macheath, Lucy, 


Lucy. You baſe Man you. how can you look me in the 
Face after what hath pal(s'd between i -See here, perfidions 
\Wretch, how 1 am forc'd to bear about the Load of Infamy 
1 have laid upon me---O Macheath ! thou haſt robb'd me 

of my Quiet to ſee thee tortur'd would give me Pleaſure. 


AIR XXVII. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, e. 


Thus when a goed Houſewife ves a Rat 
In her Trap in the Morning taten, 
With Pleaſure her Heart goes pit-a-pat, 

In Rewenge for her Lai of Baton, 
Then /he throws bim 
To the Dog or Cat, 
To be worried, crit and Da len. 


Dach. Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſe, my dear 
to ſee a Huſband in theſe CircumBances ? 

Lucy, A Huſh and! ' 

Mach. In ev'ry Reſpect but the Faun, and that, my 
Pear, may be {aid over us at any Time — Friends ſhovid 
not inſiſt upon Ceremonies, From a Man of Honour, his 
Word 15 as good as his Bond. 

| Lucy. 'Tis the Pleaſure of all you: fine Men to inſalt 
: Women you have ruin'd. 


AIR XXVIII. Twas when the Sea was coaring, Ice 


Flow crucl are the Traiters, 
We ye and favear in . 

Zo cheat unguarded Creature. 

Of Virtue, Fan wy ang Re? 
Whoever fleals a 9 Wing, 

Through Shame "hs Gait conceal: : 
tn Lowe the ferjur'd Villain 

Wu” ith Boa fl the Theft re vcali. 


tach. The very firſt Opport inity, my Dear, (have but 
Patien hy ou {hall be my Wie in whatever manner you pleaſe 

Lucy. It ſinvating Monſter! and fo you think I know 
"onng of the Affair of Mis, Pe il; Pearbum. I could tear 
by F „es Out ! 


Pay 
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Mach. Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a Fool as to be 
jealous of Polly / 

Lucy Are not you married to her, you Brute, you. 

Mach Married | Very good. The Wench gives it out only 
to vex thee, and to rain me in thy good Opinion. Lis true, 
1 go to the Houſe; I chat with the Girl, 1 kiſs her, I fay 
a thouſand Things to her (as all Gentlemen do) that mean 
nothing, to Civert myſelf; and now the ſilly Jade hath ſet it 
about that] am married to her, to let me know what ſhe would 
be at. Indeed, my dear Lacy, theſe violent Paſſions may 
be of Ill Conſequence to a Woman in your Condition. 

Lag Come, come, Captain, for all your Afturance, 
you know that Miis Polly hath. put it out of your power 
to do me the juſtice you promis'd me. 

Aach. A jealous Woman believes every Thing her 
Paſſion ſaggeits. To convirce you of wy Sincetity, if 
we can find the Ordinary, I ſhall have no ſcraples of 
making you my Wife; and 1 know the Conſequence of 
having two at a Time. 

Lucy. that you are only to be liang'd, and ſo get rid cf 
them both, 

Mach. I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you ſatisfac- 
tion — if you think there is any Marriage —— What 
can a Man of Honour lay more ? 

Lacy. So then, it ſeems, you are pot maricd to Mit, Pelly 
Mach. You know, Lucy, the Girl is piodigiouily con- 
ceited. No Man can fay a civil thing to her, but {lik 
othes fine Ladies) her Vanity makes , 29 think hes her. 
on tor ever and ever. | 


AIR XXIX. The Sun had loos'd his weary Teams, G. 
The firſt lime at the Leekinn-slajs 
The Mother jets ber Daug guter, 
The Image firikes the fenilis 2 Ley; 
AH 4th Je -I. Ter af 4er, 
Each Time ſie [woks, fbe fender grade, 
Thinks ev'ry Charm grows firengtr ; 
But alas! vain Maid, ail Eyes but + our own 
Can see Vu Qre rot ve er. 


* 
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When Weinen coniider their oben Beauties, they are all 
like unreaſonable in their Demands ; for they expect their 
Lovers ſhould like them as long as they like themtelves. 

| 14. 15 
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Lig. vonder is my Father —perhaps this way we may 
l;ght upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try it you will be as good 
as your Word—F or | long to be made an honelt Woman. 


—_— _ 


LD. _ — _— * 


S C E N E 2 3 122 
Peachum, Locket with an Aae l. 


— 


Lock. In this laſt Affair, Brother Prachum, we are agreed. 
\ ou have conſented to go halves in Maczeeth. 

Peace. We ſhall never {all out about an Execution —But 
25 to that Article, pray how ſtands our laſt Year's e 

Lock, If you will run your SIE: over it, you'll find 
{zir and clcarly ſtated. 

p each. This long Arrcar of the ( Joverment is very hard 

oa us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang cer Ac- 
8 for nothing, when our Betters will bat rdly ſave 
aus without being paid for it, Unleſs the People in 
L,mployment pay better, I promiſe them for the future, I 
la let other Rogues live beſide their own. 

{.ock. Perhaps, Brother, they are afraid theſe Matters 
may be carried too far. We are treated by them With 
Contempt, as if our profeſſion were not re put. wle. 

8 In one reſpect indeed our E; mpeg ment may be 

eckon'd diſhoneſt, becauſe, like great 8 Stateimen, We 
encourage thoſe who betray their Friends, 

ock, Such Language, Bro: . r, any where elſe, might 
£71 to your Prejudice. Learu to be more guarded, | beg you, 


AIR XXX. Ilon happy are we, Ce. 


When you cerfure the F 
Be cautious and jage, 

Le the Courtiers fende foul be : 
F'1ou mention Vice or Pride, 
ii jo fat te all the Trive © 

Es: eat. leveil's at ne. 


* 
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bromer Jie fit, there was a little unfair Proceeding in Ned's 
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Lock, Mr. Pracbhum this is the friſt Time my Honour 
was ever call d in Queſtion. 

Peach- Buſineſs is at au end—if once we a8 cihhonourably. 

dock, Whoaccuſes me? 

Peach, You are warm, Brother, 

Lock. He that attacks my Honour, mtacks my Lireli- 
hood —— Ant this Uſage — Sir —is not to be born. 

Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak -I muſt tell you 
too, that Mis Conxer 8 you with defrauding her of 
her Information-Money, for the apprehending of curl- 
pated Hb. Indeed. indeed, Brother, we muſt punctually 
pay our Spies, or we ſhall have no Information. 

Lock. ls this Language to me, Sarrai—who have ſav'd 
you from the Gallows, Sirrah [ Collering each other. 

Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the World 
of an :rrant Raſcal. 

Zock. This Hand ſhall do the Office of the Halter you 
deſerve, and throttle you—you Do 

Peach. Brother, Brother, — We are both in the Wrong 
We {hall both be loſers in the Difpute—tor you know we 
dave it in our lower to hang each other, You ſhould not 
be ſo Paſſonate. 

Lock. Nor you ſo provoking. 

3 Lis ovr mutual Intereſt: tis for the Intereſt of 

e Worid we ſhovld agree. If I ſad any Thing, Brother, 
i this Prejudice of your Character. I afk pardon, 

L:c4, Hrother Praha. can forgive as well as reſers. 
ive me your Hand Saſpicion does not become a Friend. 

Peach, | only meant to give you Occahon to juſtiſy your- 
ſ-1?. But I mult now ſtep home for 1 expett the Ge ntleman 
about this Snuff box, that Flic nimm'd two Nights ago 
in the Park, I ney» him ar this Hour. 


— hs mn, RR —— . 
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Lockit, Lucy. 


Leck. Whence come you, Hufly? 
2 my Tears might enſwer that Queſtion. 
Lock. You have then been whimpring > and tondling, like 


2 Spaniel, over che Fellow thac hath abus'd you. 


Lucy. One can't help Love; one can't cure it, Tis not 
in iy Power to Obey You, and hate him. 
| Lock. 
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Lock. Learn to bear your Huſband's Death like « reaſbn. 
able Woman. Tis not the Faſhion, Bow-a-days, fo much 
as to affect Sorrow upon theſe Occaſions. No Woman 
would ever marry, if fhe had not the Chance of Mortality 
for a Releaſe. Act lite a Woman of Spirit, Hufly, and 
thank your Father for what he is doing. 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble Race was Sender. 


Lucy. IL: then his Fate decreed, Sir * 
Sach @ Mau can I think of quitting ? 

When firfl ave met, ſo moves me yet, 

O fee bow my Hart is ſplitting. 


Loch. Look ye, Lucy — There is no ſaving him. —So, I 
think, you muſt ey'n do like other Widows—buy yourſelf 
Weeds, and be cheartul. 


ATR XXII. 
Ton think ere many Days enſue 


This Sentence not ſemere; 
1 hang your Husbund, Child, "tis true. 
But abi him Lang your Care. 
Tawans dang dillo dee. 


Ine a good Wife, go mourn over your dying Huſband, 
Phat, Child, is your Duty—Confider. Girl, yon can't have 
the Man and the Money 00 —ſo make yourſelf as eaſy as 


you can, by getting all you can from him, 


—— — — * — —— ——— — —̃ — — —„»— 
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ET XII. 
Lucy, Macbeath. 


Lucy. Though the Ordinary was out of the Way to-day, 
} kope, my dear, you will, upon the ft Opportunity, quiet 
my Scruples--Oh Sir —my Father's hard Heart is not to 
be ſoften'd, and I am in the utmaſt Detpau 

Mach. But if J could raiſc a finail Sum-— Would no 
twenty Guineas, think you, move him ?—Of alt the Argu- 
ments in the way of Bufinzfs, the Perquiſite is che moſt 


* * 
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AIR XXXIII. Londen Ladies. 
if you at an Office ſolicit your Duc, 
And would not have Matters neplefted ; 
You muf? quicken the Clerk wwith the Perguiſite tos, 
Toa do avhat his Duty directed 
Or aueula von the Frowns of a Lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable Faller 
The Perquifite joftens ber into Conſent, 
7 hat Reaſon ⁊uitb alavays prevailing. 


Lucy. What Love or Money can do ſhall be done: for 
all my Comtort depends upon your Safety. | 


$ C+*B. N E: XUE 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 


Polly. Where is my dear Huſband ?-—Was a Rope ever 
intended for this Neck !-—O let me throw my Arms about 
it, and throttle thee w ith Love What doſt thou turn away 
from me: — Lis thy Po!/y—"Tis thy Wife. 

Deb, Was cver ſuch an unfortunate Raſcal as I am! 

Lu * Was there ever ſuch another Villain! 

Polly. O Machez , Was it for this we parted? Taken! 
Impriton'd | Try'd ! Hang'd —cruel Reflection! III ſtay 
with thee till Death—-no Force ſhall tear thy dear Wife 
from thee now.— What means my Love — not one kind 
Wordt not one kind Look! think what thy Polly ſuſſers 


to We t! ee in this E ond tion. 
n All in the Downs. 


7 wh, n the Stwwaliiey ſeeking Prey, 
B"ithin the va „ 4% iy pert, ; 
Hi: Conjort, wyrrth bemcaning — Y, 
ite it Vt. piuing for 1h E. Vent. 
Her chatt'ring Lowers all about her ein: 
She beeds them nat { peor Bir! ) her Souls ewith Him. 


Mach. I muſt difown her. A fac] The Wench is diſtracted. 
Lucy, Am 1 then bilk'd of my Virt ye Can | have nv 

Repar: tion? Sure Men were born to lie, and Women. to 
believe them O Villain! \ 19/81, 
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Polly, Am 1 not thy Wife f—-Thy Neglect of me, thy N 
Averſion to me too ſeverely proves it. — Look on me.— — 1 
Zell me, am I not thy Wite? YI 
Lucy. Perhdious Wretch! - : 
Pell;, Barbarous Huſband! 11 
Lucy, Hadit thou been hang'd five Months ago, I had 4 
been happy. | | 
Polly. And I too—If you had been kind to me till | 
Peath, it would not have vex'd me—And that's no very | | 
unreaſonable Requeſt, (though from a W to to a Man 
who hath not above ſeven or eight Days to liv Ws 
Lucy. Art thou then married to ancther ? Hag thou two 10 
Wives, Monſter ! FE P 
Mach, It Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an Anſwer [ 
_ me. | 
Lucy. | won't Fleſh and Blood can't bear my Uſage. | 
E th. Shail I not claim my own? juſtice bids me ſpeak. 
AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome Ditty, &c, 
Mach. How vappy could | be ewith either, 
Ir ere t «ther dear Charmir away ! 


Put white you thus teaze me gelber, 
Ts retthber 3 LW * ell 1 ſay : 


a. tn... as os Mc, lt. SS. 


* ———_ dw. 


But to! rol, &c, | 

Polly. Sure my = there ought to be ſome Preference ö 
ew co a Wite! At leaft ſhe may claim the Appearance of 
| 


it. He muſt be diſt acted with his Misfortunes, or he coud 
not uſe mc thus, 

Lucy, O Villain! Villain! thou haſt decerved me.—T | 
could even inform againſt thee with Fleafure. Neo + Prude © | 
WII more heartily to have Facts againſt her intimate Ac SE 
<quaintince, than 1 now wiſh to have Facts againſt thee, I 116 
would have her Satisfaction, and they ſhould all cut. 4 


AIR XXXVI. % trot, | | 
Polly. { am bubbicd. 0 


Lacy. concen I'm bebbi's 

Folly, 2 94% [ a4 L e q ! | | 1 
L.UCY.: Dambouxled and b:t | 
Polly: wi A3 "yp Difrefſes are aubled. 


Lucy, When you come te the Tree ho on ld the Har an ret les 
4 The Fir pers, 0 Peas 1e Could faſles | (he Noe. 


Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy—This js all a Fetch of 
Pollys, to make me deſperate with you, in cafe I get off. 
If I am hang'd, ſhe wou'd fain have the Credit of being 
thought my Widow-—Really, Polly, this is no Time for a 
Diſpute of this Sort; ſor whenever you are talking of Mar- 
riage, I am thinking of Hanging. 

Pelly. And haft thou the Heart to- perſiſt in difowning me? 

Mach, And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in perſuading 
me that I am married ? Why, Pelly, doſt thou ſeek to ag- 
gravate my Misfortunes ? a 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe yourſelf. 
Beſides, tis barbarous in you to worry a Gentleman in his 
Circumſtances. 
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| AIR XXXVIL 
Polly. Ceaſe your Funning, 


Force or Cunning 
Newer ail my Heart trafan, 
All the/c Seallies 
Are but Malice 
To ſeduce my conſlant Man. 
"Trs mod certain, 
By their Flirting, 
Nomen oft have Envy /bown 
Plas'd to ruin 
_ Otpers wvootng ;- | 
Newer happy in their can! 


Polly, Decency, Madam, methinks might teach you to 
behave yourſelf with ſome Reſerve with the Hufband, 
while his Wife is preſent. 

Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the Joke a 
little too far. 

Lucy. If you are determined, Madam, to raiſe a Diſtur 
ny bance in the Priſon, I thali be oblig'd to ſend for the Turn- 
key to thew you the Door. Iam forry, Madam, you force 
me to be {oill-bred, 

Polly. Give me Leave to tell you, Madam: Theſe for 
ward Airs dont become you in the leaſt, Madam. And 
my Duty, Madam, obbpges me to ftay with my Huſband, 
i. AIR 
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ATR XNXXVITEE, Good-morrow, Goſſip, Joan. 
Lucy. Why how bab, Madam Flirt? 
| If you thus muj? c harter; 
And are for fiingrng Dirt, 
Let's try who gan ſpatter; 


| Aladain Flirt, 
Polly, #7Fhy how nau, fancy Joe ; 
Hure the Wench is t ply ? 
Finney Cas! 1 fre Mera. 7 | [to him, 
1he Sc: of fach 74 194 ? 
S aur) Tae [To her. 


the nn OT OF OO OT" "I "0 lc. th 
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Locy. Macheath, Polly, Peachum, 


Peach, Where's my Wench? Ah Huſly! Huſfſy ſoo 
Come you Home, you Slut; add when your Fellow is 
hang d, hang yourſelf, to mal: - your Family tome Amends 

Puly. Dear, dear Father, do not tear we from him— 

1 1 ſpeak ; I have more to fay to him—Oh ! twiſt thy 
Fetters about me, that he woy not naul me from thee! 

Peach, _ all ESA are alixe ! it ever BY commit 


Prifoiner, now, Huf 
AIR XXXIX. riß Hol. 
Polly. No Power on Earth cane diviae 
The Knot that facred Lowe bath ty 'd, 
I hen Parents draws f var Mind, 
The True Love's Knot they falter bind. 
O5, ob ray, el. Amboral-—:b; oh, &c. 
{Holding Ajacheaty, eg F 9 ng her 


LR 


„—— OE A * 


2 
——— 


re 
Lucy, Macheath. | 
Mach, am naturally conn. ionate, Wife; fo that T 
cond not vie the Wencn as {lr ark d; which made you 
at fill ſuſpeci there was ſomething in what the faid. . 
cy. 


—— — y 
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Lacy. Indeed, my Dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 

Mach, If that had been the Caſe her Father would never 
have brought me into this Circumſtarce—— No, Lucy-—T 
had rather die than be talſe to thee. 

Ley. How happy am J, if you ſay this from your Heart 
For I love thee (©, that I could ſooner bear to fee thee hang'd 


than in the Arms of another. 


Mach. But could'ſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd ? 

Lacy. O Macheath, 1 can never live to fee that Day. 

Mach. 5. You ſee, Lucy; in the Account of Love you are 
in my Debt t, and you matt now be convinc'd, that I rather . 
chuſe to die than be auother's——-Make me, if poſüble, 
love thee more, and let me owe my Lite to thee—-It you 
refuſe to aſſiſt me, Pearbum and „aur Father will immedi- 
ately put me beyond all mezns Gf * 

Lucy. My Fat r. I know, hatn been drinking hard with 
the Peers; and I fancy he is now tiking his Nap in his 
own Room If can piocure the Keys, hail 1 go off with 
thee, my Dear ? 

Mach, If we are topether, twill be 3jmroſitble to he 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the Search begins to be a little cool, 
1 will ſend to thee— Lill then my Heart is thy Prifoner. 

Lucy, Come then, my dear Huſband—owe thy Life to 
me—and though you Love me not—de erateful—-hut that 
Polly runs in my Bead firangely, 

Mach. A Moment of Time may make us unhappy for 
ever. 


AIR XL. The Lafs of Patie's Mill, &c. 


Lang, get, rf. griewe, 
bt brite (ate att 22 her Ciae, 
ien Hound. tr ” Mrs to Eve, 
Chaje ver the Country aviat, 
I ere can my Lover Hide? 
Lure boat the «vary Pack? 
17 J. 2 * 791 * 'G 5 e 
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Lockit, Lucy. * 


L. A. O he fur , Wench, you muſt haye been aiding 
and abet:: no to help him to this Eichpe. 

Lucy Sir, here hath been e and his Davphter 
Polly, and to be ſure thn „ know the Ways of Newgate as 
well as if they had been born and bred in the Place all 
£1.1T Lives. Why 20 all your Sulpcion lig! 0 upon me ? 

Lock Lacy, Lucy, i willhave nor g of theſe ſh. ung Aniwers 

Lucy. Well then-—li I know any DD A him I wiſh 1 
may be burnt! | ; 

Lock. Keep your Temper, Luy, or I hall prouounce you 
gutt. 

Lucy Keep Fours, Sir, — I do wiſh 1 may be burnt, 
] do—A\nd what can I ſiy more to convince you ? 

Leck Did he tip han: om! y How much did he 

come down with? Come Hug IV, don't CHCA your Father; 


and 1 mall not be angry with -y« ou-—Perhaps, yon have 
made a better Bargain with him than IL could have done 


Row much ny good Girl f 


Lucy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would 


nave vin "ng Money to have kept him with me 

L9:k. Ah 25 thy Educ tion might have put thee 
more upon th Gbr: for a Girl in the Bar ol an Ale- 
Monk iS alwa 78 1 * 24,9 'q 


| FR © 4 8 52 
Lucy Dear Sir, mention not my Education—-for 'twas 
O I: Hat 1 OWe ins Ruin. 


Arn — PR, , 7 : wy - __ 13 g 
AIR XII. IF Love's à ſweet Paſſion, Ec. 
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If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Confeſſion, for 
to be ſute he hath been a moſt barbarous Vilian to me. 

Lock. And ſo you have let him eſcape, Huſſy Have you! 

Lacy. When a Woman loves : a kind look a tender Word 
can perſuade ker to any thing—And 1 could aſk no other 
Bribe. | 
Lec. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lucy, If you 
would not not he look'd upon as a Fool, you ſhould never do 
any thing but upon the foot of Intereſt, Thoſe that act 
otherwiſe are their own Bubbles, 

Lucy. But Love, vir, is a Misfortune that may happen 
to the molt diſertet Women, and in Love we are all Fools 
alike -——-Notwithianding all he ſwore, I am now full 
convince d that Fe Peachum is actually hi; Wife. Did I 
let him eſcape, {Fools that | was !} to go co her !—Polly 
will weedle terfelt jars his Money, aud then Peachum 
will hang him and caczt us both. 

Lock. So 1 am to be rum d. beraule, forſooth, you muſt 
be in Love l—a very pretty Racuic 

Lucy, Icould murder that im udent happy Strempet t=— 
I gare him his Life and that Creature enjoys the Sweets 
of it.— Urgrateful Macheath | 


AIR XLII. South Sea Ballad. 
My Lowe is all Madneſs and Folly, 


Alto ne'T 1 it, 

Tofs, tumble, aud cry, 
What a hart) Creature is Polly l 
Was ee ſucb a Arete au! 
With Rage { redaen like Scarlet, 
That my as ww inconflant J arlet, 

Stark blind to my Chargs, 

I Ivf! in the deu 

Of that Filt, that invuiicling Harlet! 

Ton, this my Reſentment @a/arizs, 


-- * * 8 4 « F '* 

Lock. And fo, after, all this Miſchief, I muſt ſlay here 
to be entertaind. with vour Catterwaoling, Mrs. Puſs | — 
Out of my Sig'tt, wanton Strumpet! vou thall faſt and 
moreity yourſelf into Reaſon, with now and then. a little 
} 44 4% YC D vr a 4 * ner , 8 5 (3 
nme Dileiphne to Ering YOu to hour Senes— 0. 
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S CEN E IL 


Lick, Peachum then intends to outwit me in this Affair; " ht 
but 1'!] be even with him.— The Dog is leaky in his Liquor 
io I'll ply bim that Way, get the Secret ſrom him, and | 
turn this Affair to my own Advantege.—lions, Wolves, | 
and Vultures don't live together in Heros, Droves or Flocks, h 
—Of all Animals of Frey, Man is the only ſociable one, 
Every one of us Preys upon his Neighbour, and yet we 
herd together —Peachum is my Companion, my Friend, — j | 
According to.the Cuſtom of the World, indeed he may 
quote thouſands of Precedents for cheating me— And fhail 
not | make uſe of the Prviledge of Friendſhip to wake him 
a Return, 


AIR XLIII. FPactington's Pound 


Thus Gameſters united in Fries hip are ford, 
Though they knexw that ther Indufiry all is a Cheat ; 
They flock to their Frey at the Dice-Box's Sound, 
And join to promote one another 5 Deceit, 
But if by Miſhap 
7 hey fail of @ Chap, 
To keep in their Honds, they each other entrap, 
Like Pikes, tank with Hunger, auto nisi of their Ends, 
They bite their Companions, and prey on heir Friends, 


Now, Peachum, you and J. like kone!t Tradeſman, arc 
>0 have a fair Trial which of us two can over-reach the 
other.-—Lucy,—{Exter Lucy.! Are theic any of Peavhurn's 
People now in the Houſe ? 

Lucy. Filch, Sir is drinking a Quartern of Strong- Wategs 
in the next Room with Black Ne. 

Lock. Bid him come to ne. 

T 
Lockit, ilch. 

Lock. Why, Boy, thou lookeſi as if thou wert halt 
flarv'dt ; like a ſhorten Herring. | 

Filch, One had need have the Conflitation of a Horſe to 


go through che Bulineſs,—Since the favorite Child getter 
was 


4 * * 5 * 4 
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was diſabled by a Miſhap, I have pick'd vp a little Monev 
by helping the Ladies to a Pregnancy again their being 
call'd down to Sentence. — But if a Man cannot get an 
honeſt Livelihood any eafter Way, Tam ſure, tis what 
can't undertake for another Cellion, 

Leek, Truly, if that great Man ſhould tip off, tu gold 
be an irreparable Lois The Vigour and Proueſs of a 
knight-Errant nev - {fav'd half the Ladles in Diſtreſs that 
he hath cone But, Boy, canſt thou tell me where thy 
Maſter is to be found ? 

Filch, 2 his * 0 oct, Sir, at The hk beds Pille: 


Filch | 120 vo to him thine; for 1 nave many important 
Affairs to iettle with him; and in the VV 'ay of thoie 1'ranf 

adidas; 1 " en „ get into lis Secret—=3o that Ma:lenth 
ſhall not remain a Day longer out ef my Clutches. 


. 


AGaniitc-Houss Machesth in a fire tar d Ga 
Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint. 


Mich. I am ory, Gentlemen, the road was fo barren 
e Money 3 my Friends are in Diificulties, I am 
$A 5 glad me Fortune SLY be ſerviceable to them, 
{ (31 Ves them Mpues) You lee, Gent tlemen, I am not a mere 
Curt Friend, Who profiles evi thing and will do notlung. 
8 


AIR XTLIV. LiHibulero. 
ꝗ Modes of the Court hi common are grown, 
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But we, Gentlemen, have fill Honour enough to break 
through the Corruptions of the World Aud while I can 
ſerve you, you may command ime, 

Ben, It grieves my Heart that ſo generous a Man {hould 
be irvolv'd in ſuch Difficulties, as to oblige him to live with 
ſuch ill Company, end herd with Gameſters. 

Matt. See the Partiality of Mankiad !—One Man may 
Neal a Horſe, better than another look over the Hedge 
Of all Mechanics, of all fervii Handicrafts men, a Game- 


ſter is the vileſt. But yet, as many of the Quality are of 


the Profeſſion, he is admitted among the politeſt Com- 
any. I wonder we are not more reſpected. 

Mach. There will be deep Play to Night at Mary-lore, and 
conſequent)y Money may be Pick d up Epon the Road. Meer 
me there. and I'll give youu the Hiat who is worth ſeiting, 

Matt. The Fellow. with a brown Coat with a narrow 
Gold Binding, I am told, is never without Money, 

Aach. What do you mean, Matt: Sure you w ii not 
think of meddling with him !—He's a good ben kind 
of a Fellow, aud one of us. | 

Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put ourſely es under your 
2 

Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money . 3 
. Or WO, would PIO & 9 Sort of an Ex; edi- 
tion. 1 hate Extortion. 

Mat. Yhole Nauleaus arc 1 fy 1 rette Thir 88.— hate 


* 00 - D! . e Q n f . ie? . 
your Bank Bill.—1 here is It 1 12 1A Z Ake in 5 dan, He! 110 It, 
S 10 11 \ Ai KY e 
Mac bhb. There is a certain Man of Difinction, v 45 in his 
9 Mer eren an! b Y ; , 
Jime hath nick d me out of a 81 t deal Of the Rea. . 
0 — 


He is in my Caſh, Bea „; Il point him ot to vou this 
Even 122 and „ n draw .. on kim for the Lcebt.——The 
Company are met; 1 he ar the Dice- box in the other Room; 
> 0: Gennes + your Servant. You U meet ime at far u- Zen e. 


A * r . ̃ . ͤͤbJ;!̃7˙ e Q mm f gm. ⁴ẽůQmͥf e , —— 


5 N } V. 


14 7. es. 
3 Locx i 
Lock The Coronation Account, Brother 
ſo intrigate 2 Nature, that 1 believe it will never be fettie, 


ot 


— 2 


2545444 


43 The BEGGAR's OPERA. 


Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great Variety of Articles 
It was worth to our People, in Fees of different Kinds, a- 
bcove ten Inſtalments. This is Part of the n Bro- 
ther, that lies open before us. 

Lock. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade — that, I fee, is 
di ſposꝰd of. 

Peach, Lo Mrs. Diana Trezes, the Tally. woman, and 
ſhe will make a gocd Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to 
triek out young Ladies, upon their poing into Keeping 

Lect. But 1 don't ſee any Article of the Jewels 

Peach. "Vhoſe are fo well Known that thev muff be ſent 
ebroad—Y ou'll find them enter'd under the Article of Ex 
portation — As for the Snufl- Boxes, Watches, Swords, &c. 
I thougly ic beſt to enter them under their ſoverui Heads. 

Lock. Seven and twenty Women's Pockets complete; 
with the ſeveral I hings therein contain'd, all ſea! d, num- 
ber'd and enter'd 

Pea b. But. Brother, it is impoſſible for us now to enter 
upon this Aﬀair—We ould have the whole Lay betore 
us.—Betides, the Account of the laſt Half * ear's Plate is 
in a Book by nſelf, which lies at the other Ct 

Leck. Bring us then more Liquor--To day ball he for 
Pleaſure—T'o-morrow for Bufineſs—A} Brother. thoſe 


Daughters of ours are two fli; pery Huſtys Keep a watch- 


ful Eye upon P«/iy, and AMacheath in a Day or two ſhall 
be our Own again. 


AIR XLV. Down in the North Country, &. 
Lock. WF hot Gudzcton: are wwe i. 
| EN Henan ca- Prey, 

T howgh <ve rave felt the Huck, agen 
__ "Wot e and the betray. 
He Bird that hath been F 
ben he hears bis calling Nate, 

To her be fiies, again be's clupt 
Within the wiry Grate. 

Peach, Eur what ſigniſes catching the Bird, if your 
Daughter Zugy will fer open the Door of che Ca age? 

Lock. If Men were anſwerable for the Foilies ard Frail- 
ties of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends ould k cep A 
food Corretpoundence together for (wo Days, hs is un- 
ind of you, Brother; tor an ong good Hiends, What they 

lay or do goes tor nothir 3. 
Lauter 


= # 8 
9 
4 
** 


Enter a Servant. 
Serw, Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Tratet wants to ſpeak with 


ou. 

Peach. Shall we admit her, Brother Lockit ? 

Lack. By all means, — She's a good Cuſtomer, and a fine - 
ſboken Woman—And a Woman who drinks and talks fo 
freely, will enliven the Converſation. 

Peach, Deſire her to walk in, [ Exit Servant, 


—_—_—. A r 
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I. 


Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. 


Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your Servant—One may know 
by your Kiſs, that your Gin is excellent, 

Trapes, I was always very curious in my Liquors. 

Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath like 1t—l have been 
long acquainted with the Flavour of thote Lips—Haa't 1, 
Mrs. Dye? 

| Traje Fill it up—T take as large Draughts of Liquor 

: I did of Love.—-1 hate a Flincher in either. 


AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, Oc. 
the Days of my Youth Iced bill life a Dore, fa, la IA. So. 


{ite a Sparrow at all times was read; for Lea, fa, la, la, Sg. 
The Lite of all Aortats 17 Arg Saul pa, 4, 
Lis to Lip chile aue re vou ten the Lip ta the Clas, fa, Ic, 


But now, Mr. Peachum, to our Buſineſs.—Iit you have Blacks 
of any Kind, brought in of late; Mantoes——Vetver Scarfs 
—Petticoats—Let it be what it will—l am your Chap— 
for all my Ladies are very fond of Morning, 
Pen b. Why, look, ye Mrs Devon deal 10 hard with 
that we can afford to give the Gentlemen, who venture 
Heir Lives and Goods, little or nothing, 
7 rafer, The hard Times obliges me to go very near in m ba 
Dealing —To be ſure, of late Years 1 have been a giea 
Sufferer by the Parliament.—Three thouſand Pounds w bald 
hardly make me amends-—The Act for deltroying the Mint, 
25 a ſevere Cut upon our Buhne fon Till then, if a Cuſto- 
ner Rept out of the Way-—we knew where to have her 
o doubt you know Mrs Ceaacr—therte @ Wench now 


A | (tial 


* 
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{till to-day) with a good Suit of Clothes of mine upon 
her Back, and | never could ſet Eyes upon her for three 
Months together—Since the Act too againſt Impriſonment 
for final! Sums, my Loſs there too hath been very con- 
| ſiderable, and it muſt be ſo, when a Lady can borrow a 
handiome Petticoat, or a clean Gown, and I not have the 


— — — mtu : — k 


x leait Hank upon her! And, © my Conſcience, now a- 
; days molt Ladies take Delight in cheating, when they can 
do it with Safety, 

| Peach. Madam, you had a handſome Gold Watch of as 


t'other Day for ſeven Guineas —Conſidering we muſt have 
% | our Profit —To a Gentleman upon the Road, a Gold 
1 Watch will be ſcarce worth taking. 
FJrates Conſider, Mr. Peachur that Watch was remark- 
able, and not of a very ſaſe Sale, If you have any black 
Velvet Scarfs—They are a handſome Winter-wear ; and 
take with moſt Gentlemen who deal with my Cuſtomers, — 
is 1 that put the Ladies upon a good Foot. Tis not 
Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price, The Gentlemen 
always pay according to their Dreſs, from halt a Crown to 
tuo Gnineas ; and yet thoſe Huſſys make nothing of bilk- 
ing of me.— Then two, allowing for Accidents.—I have 
eleven fin? Cuſtomers now down under the Surgeon's 
Hard's—\V hat with Fees and other Expences, there are 
great Goings-out, and no Comings-in, and not a Farthing 
do pay for at leaſt a Month's Clothing— We run great 
Riſques—great Riſques indeed. 

Peach. As | remember you ſaid ſomething juſt now of 
Mrs Coaxer. Tg 

Trapes. Yes, Sir,. — To be ſure I {iript her of a Suit of 
my own Clothes about two Hours ago; and have leſt her 
as ſhe ſhould be, in her Shiſt, with a Lover of hers at my 
Houſs. She call'd him vp Stairs as he was going to Mary- 
Sone in a Hackney-Conch,—And ] hope, for her own Sake 
and mine, the will perſuade the Captain to redeem her, tor 
the Captain is very generous to the Ladies, 

Lock. What Captain ? 

Trapes. He thought 1 did not know him-—An intimate 
acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachem— Only Captain Mac- 
beat; —-as fine 24 a Lord, | 

Peach. lo- morrow, dear Mrs. ne, you ſhall ſet your own 
Price upon any of the Gocds you like We have at leaſt 

| halt 
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5 a Dozen Velvet Scarfs, and all at your Service. Will 

give me Leave to make you a Preſent of this Suit of 

Nigh: clothes for your own wearing ?--—Bat are you ſure it 
-aptain Macheath ? 

Tapes. Though he thinks I have forgot him: no body 
knows him better. I have taken a great deal of the Cap- 
tain's Money in my Time at ſecond-hand, for he always 
lov'd to have his Ladies well dreſt. | 

Peach. Mr. Lockit and I have a little Buſineſs with the 
Captain; — Vou underſtand me — and we will {atisfy 
you for Mrs. Coaxer's Debt. 

Lock Depend upon it—we will deal like Men of Honour, 

Trapes. I don't enquire after your Atfairs —- 10 what- 
ever happens, I waſh my Hands on't It hath always 
been my Maxim, that one Friend ſhould affift another-= 
But if you pleuſe— Il take one of the Scarfs home with 
me. Tis always good to have ſomething in Hand. 


N VII. 
% M0 © OP Oo ee 4 


Lucy. Jealouſy, Rage, Love and fear are at once tear- 
ing me to Pieces. How am I weather-beaten and ſhatter d 
with Diſtreſſes 


AIR XLVII. One Evening, having loſt my Way, Or. 


I like a Skiff on the Ocean tolt, 

Now high, now fow, witheach Pillow born, 
Pith her Rudder broke, and her Anchor loft, 

Deſerted and all forlorn, 

Why thus I lie rolling and n al Night, 

That Polly let porting on Seas of Delight * 
Revenge, Revence, Revenge, 

Shall appeaſe my rel ess Spirit. 


! have the Rats- bane ready. — run no Riſque; for I can 
ay her Death upon the 9 nd 10 ny die of that 
nat! rally that 1 ſhall never be call'd in « ellion. — hut fay, 
were to be hang d—1 never could ha . lor any 
th ung that would give me greate! Comfort, than the poi- 
foning t chat Slut, 
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Zafer Filch. 


Fiel. Madam, here's Miſs Polly come to wait opon von 
Lacy. ROW her in, | 


S CEN RE VIII. 
Lucy, Polly. 


Lucy. Dear Madam, your Servant.—] hope you will 
pardon my Paſſion, waen | was ſo happy to lee you laſt. 
I was fo over-ran with Spleen, that I was perteGly 
out of myſelf. And really when one. hath the Spleen, 
every thing is to be excus'd by a Friend. 


AIR XLVIII. Nor Roger, 1'!] tell thee becauſe 
thou'rt my Son, | 
When a Tt ies in ler Pont, 
— ſometimes mo doubt ; ) 
2 geod Huſvand as Meek as a Lamb, 
- "ts Fapturs to fill,” 
Fr grants her her Wi, . 


Ard the quitting Draught is & Dram. Poor Man. 
Ard the quieting Drang ht is a Dram. 


— wilt all our Quarreis. might have ſo comfortable a 
Keconciliation, 

Polly. T have no Excuſe for my own Behaviour, Madam, 
but my Misfortungs.— And really, Madam, 1 ſuficr too 
upon your Account, 

Lacy. But, Mits Pally, in the Way of Friencſhip, Will 
you give me Leave to propoſe a Claſs of Cordial to you? 

Polly. Strong- Waters are apt to give, me the Head ache 
—1 hope, Madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lucy. Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have 
better in her Cloſet, for her own private drinking. —You 
ſcen mighty low in Spirits, my Dear. 

Pelly. am ſorry, Madam, my Health will not allow 
me to accept of your Ofler, I ſhould not have let yOu in 
the rude Manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had not 
wy Papa haal'd. me away {9 unexpectedly] was indeed 
chat provok'd, and perhaz might uſe ſome Expreſſions 

chat 


that were difreſpe&tful.—-But really, Madam, the Captain 
treated me with ſo much Conteript and Cruelty, that I 
deſcrv'd your Pity, rather than your Reſentment. 

Lucy, But ſince his Eſcape, no doubt all Matters are made 
up again Ah Polly, Poffy | tis Lam the unhappy Wife; 
and he loves you as if you were only his Miſtreſs. 

Polly Sure, Madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as to 
be the object of your. Jealouſy-—-A Man is always atraid 
of a Woman who loves him ſo well—fo that I muſt expect 
to be neglected and avoided. 

Lacy. Then our Cafes, my dear Pally, are exactly alike. 
Zoth of as indeed have been too fond. 


AIR XLIX. O %% Bell. 


Polly. A Curſe attend 2 IVoman's Love, 
Who always would be pleaſing, 


Lucy. The Perine/s of 7 billing Dove, "4 


1 Like Tickling, i, but tearing. 
Polly. What then in Lowe can Woman do: 
Lucy. IF ave grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when wwe ly them, they purſuc: 
Luc Y But leave us a n they'we TH KI, 


Lucy. Love is fo very whimſical in both Sezes, that it is 


impoſuble to be laſting. —But wy Heart is particular, and 
contradicts my own Obſervation 

Polly. But really, Miſtreis Lucy, by nis laſt Zchavieur, 
I think 1 ought to envy you, —' hen | was forc's nom him, 
he did not ſhew the leaſt Venderneſs,.— But perhaps, he 
hath a Heart not capable of it. 


AIR L. Would Fate to me Pella give 


Among the Men Coguctt er a find, 

Wha court by turns all Teman-kind ; 
And wwe £7247 all their Hat dei 4, 
hen they are fluiter'd, and edamir d. 


The Coquettees of both Sexes are Selſ-lovers. and that is 2 


Love no other whatever can diſpoſſeis. I fear, my dra 


Lucy, our Huſband is one of thote 


Lacy. Away with thele melancholy een Indeed, 
my dear, Polly, we are both of us a Cup too low. —1. et me 


Prevail pon you to accept of my Offer. | 
E z 1 
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AIR II. Come, ſweet Laſs. 
Come, fewret Lajs, 


Let; baniſh Sorrow 
"Till To-mirroxw ; 
Come, faveet Laſs, 
Let's take a chirfping Glaſs. 
ine can tear 
Je Fatrurs of Detpair 
Ai make ws J eve as Air; 
7 ben ar tak, and banijh Care, 


an't bear, Child, to fee you in ſuch low Spirits —— 
And n mult perſuade you to what 1 know will co you good, 
I ſhall now foon be even with the hypocritical Strum - 


pet. | | dice, 


e 


Ne Th this W cedling of Lacy cannot be for nothing. 
w— At this bime too when 1 know ſhe hates me! 


ihe Müembling of a Woman 1s always the Forerunner 
of Miichiet By pouring Strong-Waters down my 
Th:oat, ſhe thinks to pump ſome Secret out of me 
1! be unon wy Guard, and won't taſte a Drop of her 


it 
Liquor, Im reſolved. 


— — 
a N WE — — * 


N. 
Lucy, avi Strong Waters, Polly. 


Lucy. Come, Miſs Polly. 
Polly. indeed. Child, you have given yourſelf Trouble 


to no Purpote,-—You mult, my Dear excuſe me. 

Lucy K. ally, Miſs Polly, you are fo [queam! :hly anected 
about talking a Cup of Strong-Waters, as a Lady before 
Company. 1 vow, Pell, | ſhall take it monſtrouſſy ill if 
you refuſe me.-——Brandy aud Men (trough Women love 
them n-ver ſo well) are always taken by us with ſome Re- 


latince-—--unlels tis in private. | 
| Poity, 
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Polly, T proteſt, Madam, it goes againſt me — What | | 

do I ſee! Macheath again in Cuſtody * — Now every 4 

Glimm' ring of Happineſs is loſt, Wo | 

[ Drops the Glaſs of Liquor 6n the Ground, 1 

Lucy. Since things are thus, | Pm glad the Wench hath 

eſcap'd: for by this Event, tis plain, ſhe was not happy 
enough to Ceferve to be poiton d. 


— — l 


R --XL 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 


Leck. Set your Heart to Reft, Captain — You have 
neither the Chance of Love or Money for another Efcape, 
for you are order'd to be call'd down upon your Trial 
immediately, 
Peach. Away, Huflys !--——T his is not a Time for 2 
Man to be hamper'd with his Wives. — Fou ice, the 
Gentlemen is in Chains already. | 


Lucy. O Huſband, Huſband, my Heert long'd to ſee " "T0 
thee ; but to ſue thee thus diſtracts me | 
Polly. Will not my dear Huſband look upon his Pe//y ? | 
Why hadſt thou not town to me for Protection? With me f 
chou hadſt been ſafe. SES | 


AIR Vi. The lat Time I went oer the Moor, 


Polly. Hither, dear Huſband, turn ycur Eyes, 
Lucy. Heſloau e Glance to eheer FE. | 
Polly. Think avith that Look, thy Polly dies, 
Lucy. O Hun Hit no.. Hear Ae. 
Polly. 7. Polly /ues. 
Lacy. II, Lucy eats. 
Polly. Is thus true Leue requitted 5 

Lucy. y Heart i, burſtiug. | 

Folly. —--—— --Mirze 199 orte#s, | 
Lucy. "Mujt / 


Pol ly. — Ly ff { be ſighted 45 f | 


COT CE — — ͥ OC OO os 
- 
—_ — 3 — 
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Mach, What would you have me fay, Ladies.? Vou 
ice, this Affair will con be at an End, without my di- 
obliging either of you, 

E 4 Peach. 


—j—— ——— 
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Peach. But the ſettling this Point, Captain, might pre- 
vent a Law. ſuit between your two Widows. 


AIR LIM. Ton 7inker's my true Love. 


Mach, Hie, Way fail I turn m. How can 1 decide ? 
Wiwes the Day ef our Death, are as fond as a Bride. 
One Ii iſe is too much for me Husbands to bear, 
But two at a Time there's no Mortal can bear. 
This Way, and that Way, and which Way I xvill , 
IWhat worlds 9mfort the one, t'other Wife < ould take ill. 


P,!//y, But if his own Misfortunes have made him inſen— 
ſible to mine—A Father ſure will be more compaſſionate 
Dear, dear Sir, fink the material Evidence, and bring him 
off at his Tria!—Po//; upon her Knees beg: it of you, 


AIR LIV. Iam a poor Shepherd undone, 


When ny Hero in Court obpenrs, 
And Hand arraipn d * his Life; 
Ten think of poor Polly's Tears ; 
For Ab 1 torr Polly's bis Wife. 
T ike the Sailor be helas up his 3 
D: Are on the aa hi: ry 0h aVe 
To die a ary Death at Land, 
15 as bad as « ab 1 
And alas, poor Polly ! 
Ala, and well a- day! 8 
Befire J avas in Lowe. 
CO»! ever; Month was May. 


Pact, If Peachum's Heart is barden'd: ſure you, Sir, 
will have more Compaſſion on n Daughter. ——I know 
the Evidence is in your Power, —— How then can you be 
a Tyrant to me ? | _—_* | Kneeling, 


AIR LV.  Janthe the lovely, Cc. 


When 14 bolds is Hand arraien d for his Life. 
O think e "Jour Daughter, end think I'm his Wife ! 
I bat are Cai non 4, and Be ms, or bing of Swords b 
For Death is more certain by W: inefſes u ora. 
en xai up their Lips ; that dread I hunder allay ; 
And each Month of my Life will hereafter be May, 
Lecks 
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Lock, Macheath's Time is come, Lucy. — We know our 
own Affaits, therefore let us have no more Whimpering 
or Whining. | 


AIR LVL A Cobler there was, r. 


Ourſelwes, like the Great, te ſecure a Retreat, 
When Motters require it, muſt give up our Gang : 
And good Reajon why, 
Or, inflead of the Fry, 
an Peachum ard 1. 
Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, barg; 
Like g eur petty Rajcais, might Lang. 


Peach, Set your Heart at Reſt. Poly- Your Huſband 
is to die to Day..---Theretore, if you are not already 
provided, tis high Time to look out for another. There's 
Comfort for you, you slot. | 

Lick, We are ready, Sir, to conduct you to the O/d-Bai!y. 


AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee, 


Mach. The Charge ts prebar d, the Lasche are met, 
The Tuages all rang d { @ terrible Show ! J 

1 7 12 ay d. For Death ts Af Debt. 

A Dei on Demand. Sg take wwhnt I owe, 

7 fa eve! my 7 9 0 — Dea, C har mers adit, 

Contenter Ih % 7 the letter Fir you, 

Here ends ail Diſputes the reil of our Lives, 

Fer this Way at ence I icaſe ali my Wie, 


a 
1 


Now, Gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 


8 CB: NE XI 
Lucy, Polly, Filch. 

Polly. Follow them, Filth, to the Court. And whe 
the Trial is over, bring me a particular Account of his 
Behaviour, ard of every thing that happen'd, —— You'll 
find me here with Miſs Lucy.” | Exit. Fiich.] But why is all 
this Mufick ? | 

Lucy. The Priſoners, whoſe Trials are put off till next 
Schon, are diverting themſelves, 

Polly. 


| 
| 
if 
1:0 
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Pelly. Sure there is nothing fo charming as Mufick ! I'm 
fond of it to Diſtraction !—-But alas now, all Mirth 
feems an Inſult upon my Affliction —Let us retire, my 
dear Lucy, and indulge our Sorrows The noiſy Crew, 
you fee, are coming upon us. | 


A Darce Priſeners iu Chains, &fc. 


111 * 


—— „ 


The ConDEMNnN'D HOL. z. 
Macheath, n a melancholy Poflure. 
AIR LVIII. Happy Groves. 
O cruel, crucl, cruel Ca' 
Muji 1 ſuffer this Dijgrace ? 
AIR LIX. Of ul the Girls that are ſo ſmart. 
Of ail the Friends in Time of Gric/, 
When thrent ning Deacd loo ginmmer, 
Nat e 2 {ure £244 bri at N. lief, 
As this be} Friend, a Brimmer. { Drinks, 
AIR LX. Britains ſtrike home. 
Since 1 majl /wing,—1 ſcorn, {corn to wince or wink, Riſes 
AIR LXI. Chevy Chace. 


But rew again my Spirits finks ; 
Fl raije un bigt 2r iith Wine. [Drinks 2 Glaf(s of Wine. 
AIR EXIT. To old Sir Sen the King, 
Put Falour the ſtronger grows, 
The fironger Liguor were drinking, 
Sud hazy & 516 
Aud boa can awe feel our FI ces, 
When ate ve loft the Trouble of T binding? | Drinks, 
AIR LXIII. Joy to Great Ce/ar, 
If thus a Man can die 
Mc bolder aueh Eraniy, [ Pours out a Bumper of Brandy, 


AIR 
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Alk xx. There was an old Woman. * 
8 Þ drink off this Puniper-— And now I can ftand the Teft. . 
And my Comrades hall fee, that die as * as the Peft. Wt, 
| Drinks: 3 
AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor, \ 
But can I leave my pretty Huy 4 
Without one Tear, or tender Sigh ; 8 
AIR LXVI. Why are mine Eyes fill lowing. a 

5 Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buffer, $ 
Recall my Love, = AL mufl 1 die! © 
N AIR LXVII. Green Sleeves, 1 


dice Lancs avere made for chr y Degree, : 

To curb Vice in others, as wvell as me, 

J auonaer wwe ban't betler Company, 
Upon Ty burn Tree / 

But Geld from Laws can take out he Sting ; 

Aud if rich Men like ws avere to froing, 

"Ta would thin the Land, fach Nambers to firing 
Uren Ty burn Tree, 


Jaller. Some Friends of yours, Captain, deſire to be = 
admitted. leave you together, 1 
: 
nn NF | 
Macheath, Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint. | 
Mach. For my having broke Priſon, you ſee, Gentlemen, | 
I am order'd immediate execation,— The SherifPs Officers, | 
believe are now at the Door.—That Temmy Tevitcher | 


mould peach me, I aun ſurpris'd me !-—"Tis a plain Proof 
that the World is ail ike, and that even our Gang can 
no more truſt one another chan other People, Therefore, 
beg you, Gentlemen, look well to yourſelves, for in all 
”robability you may live jome Months longer. 
Matt. We are heartily ſorry, Captain, for your Misfor- 
tune Nut tis what we muſt all come to, 


11 tach, 


Tie 'BEGGAR's OPERA. 

Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous 
Scoundrels. Their Lives are as much in your Power, 2s 
yours are in theirs. Remember your dying Friend — Tia 
my lat Requeſt.— Bring thoſe Villains to the Gallows be- 
fore you, and | am ſatisfied. 

fait. We'll do't. | 

Tailor. Miſs hes ld and * * intreat a | Word with 

you. | 


S C. RN RN. 
1 Macheath, Pally. 


Mach. My dear Lucy,—My dear Foy — Whatever hath 
pass d between us is now at an End.—f you are ford of 
marrying again, the beſt Advice 1 car give your is to Ship 
yourſ:y?s off for the e Izdiany, where you'll have a 


fair Chance of getting a Huſband, a-piece; or by good 


Luck, tuo or three, as you like be . 
P.. How can I ſupport this Sight! 
Lacy, There is nothing moves one ſo much a: a great 

Man in Diſtreſs. 


A IR LXVIII. an you that muſt take a Leap, 6% 


EF; ucy. Would 4 nig bt be bang'd a1 


8? 
& > \} 


PO. . —— —49ꝗöꝓ I au 40“ 
Lucy. 7s be bang d with you. 
Polly, mormm— Inh Dear, exith vou. 


Mach. O leave me to Thought / T tar { 1 quit 

{ trexible ! 1 dreap. : all Wee ry Courage is out, 
| { Turns up the MpY Bottle. 
Polly. No Tale of Lowe? 
Mach. — , Courage i is out, 
! 1 Turus up the empty Pot. 


Lucy. Ns * of Love? 


Polly. — — 

Lucy. — — ee 
Mach. Ba re I bear the Toll of the Pe. 
. Chorus. To! de rol lol, &c. 


7a ilor. 


Je Ex ads wt ws 4 


Wh, 
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Jailor. Four Women more, Captain, with a Child a-pi 
See, here thty-comer---- Erter Women — 


Mach. What — four Wives more — This is too much 1 N | 


Here—tell the Sherif's Officers J am ready. 
Exit, Macheath guarded. 


9 + # 7 


— 1 
— 


s C R. N E XVI. 
Ta them, enter Player and Beggar. 


Play. But honeſt, Friend, I hope you don't intend that 
Macheath ſhall be really executed. 

Beg. Moſt certainly, Sir—T'o make the Piece perf. 

I was for doing ſtrict poetical juftice--1/acheath is ꝛ0 be 
hang'd; and for the other Perſonages of the Drama, the 

Audience muſt have {uppos'd they were all either hang'd 
or tranſported. | 

Play, Why then, Friend, this is a downticht deep Tra- 
gedy. The Cataſtrophe is manifchly wrong, for an Opera 
mult end happily. | 
Beg. Your Objection, Sir, is very jult ; and is eaſily 
remoy'd, For you muſt allow that in this Kind of Drama, 
tis no matter how abſurdly Things are broegkt 2bout—So 
-—you Rabble there—run and ery, A Reprieve— —let the 
Priſoner be brought back to his Wires in 1 rivmph, 

Play. All this we muſt do, to comply with the Taſte of 
the Town, 

Beg. Through the whole Piece vou may obſerve ſuch a 
Similitude of Manners in high and low Life, that it is 
difficult to determine whether Gn the faſhionable Vices) the 
fine Gentlemen imitate the Gentlemen of the Road, or the 
Gentlemen of the Read the fine Gentlemen. Had the 
Play remain'd, as I at trſt intended, it would have carried 
a moſt excellent Moral. "Twould have ſhewn that the 
lower Sort of People have their Vices in a Degree as well 
a the Rich: And that they are puniſh'd for them. 


* * prog ee e W 


Kot 


4 8 5 


8 0 E * . XVII. 
To them Macheath, with Rabble, &c. 


Mach. So, it ſeems, I am not leſt to my Choice, but 
3 have a Wife at laſt. . Look, ye, my Dears, we will 
have no Controverſy now. Let us mh this Day to Mirth, 
and I am fure ſhe who thinks herſelf my Wife will teſtify 
her Joy by a Dance, 

All. Come, a Dance=—a Dance. 

Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me Leave to preſent 
a Partner to each of you. And cif may without Offence) 
_ For this Time, I take Pol/y for mine. — And for Life, you 

Slut —ſor we were really marry'd.— As for the reſt. 
But at preſent keep your own Secret, [To Polly 


& :D A: N een. 
AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, Oc. 


Thus I ftand lihe the Turk with bis Doxies around; 

From all Si des their Glances his Paſſion confound ; 

For Black, Freaun, and Fair, bis Inconſlancy "lg 

And the different Brautirs ſubadue him 9 turnt: 

Each calls ferth ber Charms 19 provoke his Dejires: 

7 houg willing to all, with but ene be retires. 

But 15 | this Maxim, ard put off your Sorrow, 

The Wretch of Jo day may be happy To. morrow, 
Chorus. But think of this Maxim, Ke. 
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32 You'll think ere many Days enſue, 


P.M 3 4 
TOE. 


ATR, | Pact. 
1 Through all the Em mployment: in Life, p. 5 
2 Tis Woman that ſeduces all Mankind, p. 6 
4 If any Wench Venus's Girdle wear, ws 
4 If Love the Virgin's Heart invade, p-. 9 
5 A Maid is like the golden Ore. ES 
6 Virgins are like the fair Flower in its Luſtre, p. 12 
7 Our Polly is a ſad Slut! nor needs what we 
have taught her, 5 P. 13 
8 Can Love be controul'd by Advice ? p. 14 
9 O Polly, you might have toy'd and kiſt, p. 15 
10 J, Like a Ship in Storms, was toſt, p. 16 
11 A Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir, p. 17 
12 O ponder well ! be not ſevere, p. 18 
13 The Turtle thus with plaintive Crying, p. 19 
14 Pretty Polly, tay, p. 20 
1 My Heart was fo free, p. 21 
16 W-re IT laid on Greenland's Coal, ibid, 
17 © what Pain it is to part! P. 22 
18 The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees, ibid, 
. 

19 Fill ev'ry GlaG, for Wine inſpires us, p. 2 
20 Let us take the Road, p. 28 
21 If che Heart of a Man is depreſe'd with Cares, p. 25 
22 Vouth's the Scaſon made for Joys, p. 27 
23 Before the Barn door crowing, p. 29 
24 The Gameſlers and Lawyers are Jagglers alike, ibid. 
25 At the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleature, p. 30 
20 Man may «eſcape ſtom Rope and Gun, . p. 32 
27 Thus when the good Houſewite tees a Rat, p. 33 
as How cruel are the Fraitors, ibid. 
29 The fri Time at che Looking glaſs, p. 34 
39 When you cenfure the Age, 8 
31 ls then his Fate decreed, Sir, No 
ibid. 
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5 Krank eso eee 
AN eee. 
= $3 If you ac on Office falls aur Dos ts 5 UNS 
. 34 Thus when the Sivallow. feck ag Prey, Fa. of. 
IB AN 25 How happy could i ve With een 1 p. 9 
„385 Lamb! bled, 46 | | ibid. 
Wo > Ceaſe: your Funning, | 5 p 40 
* 38 Why on. vom, Madam Fi,? 59 41 
39 N' Pow'r on Karth tan e'er di ide bid, 
uo 1 ike the Fox all grieve, „ | v9 42 


| ban e ils | 
41 When VOUNng « at the Bar you Firth ta g me o ſcore P. 43 
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42 My Love is all Madnefs and l, p. 44 
; 45 Thus Gamettors united in Eindiſp ee ound, . 45 
4} The Modes of the Court ſa common e grown, p. ud 5 
b ze What Gudgcens ate we Men! 2 P. 48 
8 6 Jn the Davs of my Loutu 4 could bull hike 27 


Dov. fa la, la, 5 7 29 
& 7 I'm |; de 2 Ski; ON the Ocean Cs P. 5 
48 When a Wites in her Pour, p. 82 
40 A Curſe attend that Woman s Hove, b. 8 
5% Amos ie Men Coguetios we Fund, 164d 
Come, {weet Lan, 8 
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Which way ſhall Itch mee How cal decide: p. 88 


When u Hero in Court anveurs, ibid: 
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